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Spoken by Mr. VERBRUGGEN. 


774 I T bears fo thin a Crop this duller Age, = 
1 We're forc d to glean it from the barren Stage 8 
 Ev'n Players fledg d by nobler Pens, take Wing 
Themſelves, and their own rude Compoſure fing. 

Nor need our young-one dread a Ship-wreck here; 
Who trades without à Stock, has nought to fear. 
In ev'ry Smile of yours a Prize he dranvs ; 


And if you damn him, he's but <vhere he was. 
Yet where's the Reaſon for the Critic Crew, 
With killing Blaſts, like Winter to purſue 


The tender Plant that ripens, but for you P | 


Nature, in all ber Works, requires Time; 


 Kineneſs, and Years, "tis makes the Virgin climb, 
And fhoot, and haſten to th' expefted Prime; 


And then, if untaught Faxcy fail to pleaſe, 
V infiruft the willing Pupil by Degrees; 
By gentle Leſſons you your Foys improve, 


Aud mould ber aukward Paſſion into Love, 


Ew'n Folly has its Growth : Feau Fools are made; 


You drudge and ſueat for't, as it were a Trade, 


*Tis half the Labour of your trifling Age, 


To fajhion you fit Subjeclis for the Stage. | 
Mell if our Author fail lo draw you like; © 

In the firft Draught, you're not i' expe Vandyke. 
l Hat the no Maſter-flroke in this appears, 
Yet ſome may Features find reſembling theirs, 
Nor do the bad alone his Colours jhare; 
NevleFed Virtue is at leaft ſlenun fair, 


7 


And that's enough o'Conſcience for a play r. 
But if you'd have him take a bolder Flight, 
And draw you Pidtures by a truer Light, 


| You muſt yourſetves, by Follies yet unknown, 


Inſpire his Pencil, and divert the Town. 


Nor judge, by this, his Genius at a fland ; 


For 7. 


Az Dramatis 


nie, that makes new Fools, may mend bis Hand. | 
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Dramatis Perſonz 1767. 


F 
Sir Will. Wiſewou'd. A rich old Gen- 
tleman, that fancies himſelf a great 
Maſter of his Paſſion, which he only 
is in trivial Matters. 
Loveleſi. Of a debauch'd Life, grew- 
weary of his Wife in fix Months; 
left her and the Town, for Debts he} . 
did not care to pay; and baving ſpent þ Mr. Roſs. 
the laſt Part of his Eſtate beyond Sea, 
returns to * in a very mean“ 
Condition. 5 # 
Sir Noweliy Faſhion. A Coxcomb that 
loves to be the firſt in all Foppery. 
EFElaer Worthy, A ſober Gentleman us „ e 
2à fair Eſtate, in love with Hi/laria. "yy drags 
Young Worthy. His Brother, of a looſer NEE 
Peper Lover to Narcifſa, Mr. Dyer El 
Snap. Servant to Loveleſs, Mr. Shuter, 
S$/y. Servant to 77 oung Warthy. | Mr. Cuſbing. 
A Lawyer. „„ 


WOMEN. 


| Amanda, A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, } 5 
married to Loweleſs very young, and Mrs. Ward. 
forſaken by him. 5 
Warciſſa. Daughter to Sir William 
Wiſzavou'd, a Fortune. N 
Hillaria, His Niece. Mrs. Dyer. 
Flarcit. A kept Miſtreſs of Sir No- Mrs. 
Wo FR r 
Woman to Amunda. 0 S Mrs. Fer:uſon, 
Maid to Flare it. fe Mr Hlelne. | 
Servatits, We 


G reen, 


„London. 


Mr. Dunſtall. i | 


c Mr. Wordward, I 


J Mrs. Mattocks, 
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The Foo in Faſhion 


A Fol T. J. 
SC E NE, the Park 5 
kun, Loveleſs, and 8 Snap bis Servant. 


i | 


0m IRR AH! leave your 8 
ſo X Your Counſel, like an ill Clock, * | 


ſtands ſtill, or goes too flow : —You ne'er 
452 


hve ſober, you Dog. — They that will hunt Pleaſure as 


Ih, done, Raſcal, muſt never give over in a fair Chace, 
Snap, Nay, | know you would never reſt, till you 
had t11'd your Dogs. — Ah! Sir! what a fine Pack of 


Guineas you have had! and yet you would make 'em 


run till they were quite ſpent. — Wou'd J were fairly 
turn'd out of your Service. — Here we have been thiee 
Days in Town, and I can ſafely (wear I have liv'd upon 
| picking a hollow Tooth ever ſince. - 5 


Lowe. Why don't you eat then, Sirrah . | 
Snap. E'en becauſe I don't know where, Sir. 


Lowe. Then ſtay till I eat, Hang-Dog ! Unaratefal £ 


Rogue ! to murmur at a little faſting with me, when thou 


halt Derg an equal Partner of my good Fortune. 
a — & 3 e e 


thought my Extravagancies amiſs, While 
| you had your Share of em; and now I 
want Money to make myſelf drunk, you adviſe me to 
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Snep. Fortune! — It makes me weep. to > think what 
you have brought yourſelf and me to! How well might 
y ou ha' liv'd, Sir, had you been a ſober Man Let me 
lee ha? been in your Service juſt ten Years: —In the 
firſt you married and grew weary of your wite: In the 
ſecond you whor'd, drank, gam'd, run in Debt, mort= 


ag'd your Eflate, and was forc'd to leave the Kingdom: 


In the third, fourth, fifth, fixth, and ſeventh you made 
the Tour of Europe, with the State and Equipage of a 


French Coart- Favourite, while your poor Wife at home 


broke her Heart for the Lois of you: In the eighth and 
ninth you grew poor, and little the wiſer; ang now in 


the tenth you are reſolv'd I ſhall ſtarve with you. 


Love. Deſpicable Rogue ! canſt thou not bear the 


Frowns of a common Strumpet, Fortune? 
| Snap. 'Sbud, I never think of the Pearl Neck- 


lace you gave that damn'd Venetian MR but J wiſh 5 


her hang'd in't. 


Lowe. Why, Sirrah, J knew I could not kave ber 
without it; and J had a Night's Enjoyment of her, was 


worth a Pope's Revenue for't. 


Snap. Ah! you had better ha laid out your Money : 
here in London; I'll undertake you might have had the 


Whole Town over and over for half the Price. —Beſide, 
Sir, what a delicate Creature was your Wife! She was 


the only celebrated Beauty in Town; I'll undertake there 


were more Fops and Fools run mad for her — 'Sbud, 
ſhe was more plagu'd with 'em, and more talk'd of than 
a good Aarels 


cou'd not ſhe content you? 


Lewe. No, Sirrah; the World to me is a Cuden Rock d | 
with all Sorts of Fruit, where the greateſt Pleaſure we can 


take, is the Variety of Taſte: But a Wife is an eternal 


Apple-tree; after a Pall or two, you are ſure to ſet your : 


Teeth on Edge. 


Snap. And yet I warrant you grudg d 3 Man a 
Bit of her, tho' you valu'd her no more than you wou'd 
a half-eaten Pippen, that had lain a Week ſunning in a 
Parlour Window. — But ſee, Sir, who's this? — for 


methinks [ Jong to meet with an old Acquaintance. 
8 


with a Maiden-head | Why the Devil RE 


Love, 


$i 


* oy — 


Fi he Fool in Faſhion. > 


. Ha! egad, he looks like one, and may be ne- 
efary, as the Caſe tands with me. —— _ 


Snap, Pray Heaven he do but 1 invite 1 us to Dinner 


Enter Young Worthy, | 


Love: Dear Warthy let me embrace thee ; the Sight 
of an old F riend warms me, beyond that of a new 


Miſtreſs. 
H. Wor. 'Sdeath! whit Bully” $ this ? [fide Sir, your 


Pardon, I don't know you. 


Lowe. Faith, Vill, Jam a little out of Repairs at pre- 
ſent: But 1 am all that's left of honeſt Ned Lovele/s. 

Y. Wor. Liveleſs ! Tam amaz'd! What means this 
Metamorphoſis ? — Faith, Ned, J am glad to find thee 


among the Living however — How long haſt thou 


been in Town ? 


Lowe. About three Days, — Bat prithee, Will, how 


goes the World ? 
T. I, or, Why like a Bowl, it runs on at the old Rate; ; 


Intereſt is ill the Jack it aims at; and while it rolls, 
you know, it muſt of Neceſſity be often turn'd upſide 
down. — But I doubt, Friend, you have bowled out of 


the Green, bave liv'd a little too faſt, ¶Jarweying his 
Dreſs) like one that hath loſt all his ready Money, and 


forc'd to be an idle Spectator. — Piithee, Wat brought 
thee at laſt to E „gland? | 
Lewe. Why, my laſt Hopes, faith, which were to per- 
ſuade vir William Wiſexon'd (if he be alive) to whom 
mortgaged my Eſtate, to let me have Five Hundred 
Pounds more upon it, or elſe to get ſome honeſt Friend 
to redeem the Mortgage, and ſhare the Overplus. Be- 
ſides, I thought that London might now be a Place of un- 
Interropted Pleaſure ; for I hear my Wife is dead: Ard 
to tell you the T ruth, 'twas the Staleneſs of her Love 
| was the main Cauſe of my going over, 


F. Vor. His Wife dead ! Ha! I'm glad he knows no 


other; I won't vndeceive him, leſt the Rogue ſhould go 
and rifle her of what ſhe has. [A ſde.] Yes, faith, I 


was at her Durial, and ſaw her take Poſſeſſion of her lon 


Home, and am ſorry to tell you, Ned, the died with Griet: 
_ Your wild Courſes broke her Heart. 
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Love's Loft Shift; or, 


Lewe. Why, faith, ſhe was a good- natur'd Fool, that” s 
the Truth on't : Well ! reſt her Soul. 

Snap. Now, Sir, you are a ſingle Man indeed, for you 
have neither Wife nor Eſtate. 
T. Wor. But how haſt thou improved thy Money be- 
yond Sea? What haſt thou brought over? 


Love, Oh, a great deal of Experience. 
T. Wor. And no Money ? 


Snap. Not a Souſe, faith, "Ot as my Belly c can u teſtify, - 


Love. But I havea great deal more Wit than I had. 


Snap. Not enough to get your Eſtate again, or to 
know where we ſhall dine to-day, — O Lord, he don . 
aſk us yet!) 
T. Wor, Why, your Rogue's witty, Ned; where did 2 

thou pick him up ? 5 
Love. Don't you remember Snap, [ your Pimp 
In Ordinary ? But he is much improved 1 in his Calling, [ 


aſſure you, Sir. 


T. Wir, I don't doubt it, conſidering who has been | 
his Maſter. | 

Snap. Yes, Sir, I-was an humble Servant of yours, 
and am ſtill, Sir, and ſhould ** glad to Rand behind your 


Chair at Dinner, FE | Boxvs, 


T. Wer. Ob, Sir, that you may do another Time; but 

to-day I'm engag'd upon Buſineſs ; - however, there's a 
Meal's Meat for you. 

Snap. Bleſs my Eye-fight! a Guinea! — Sir, is there 
e'era Whore you would have kick'd ? any old Bawds 


[ Throws bin a Guinea, 


Windows you would have broken ? Shall I beat your 


Taylor for diſappointing you? If you have Occaton, 


you may command your humble Servant 
F. Wor. Sweet Sir, I am obliged to yon: But at pre- 


ſent am ſo happy as to have no Occafion for your Aſ- 
fiſtance. — But hark you, Ned; prithee, what baſt thou 
done with thy Eſtate ? | 
Love. I pawn'd it to buy Pleaſure that is, old Wine, ö 
voung Whores, and the Converſation of brave F ellows, 
as mad as myſelf. Pox ! if a Man hath Appetites, they 
are Torments, if not indulged. I ſhall never complain 
as long as I have Health and Vigour : And as for my 
Poverty, why the Devil ſhould I be aſhamed of that, 

5 ace. a rich Man \ won't dien at his Knavery 5 
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Je Fool in Faſhion. 1 
i Wor. Faith, Ned, I'm as much in Love with 


wWickedneſs as thou canſt be, but J am for having it at a 
cheaper Rate than my Ruin. Don't it grate you a MUP 


to ſee your Friends bluſh for you? 
Lowe. Tis very odd, that People ſhou'd be more 


. aſhamed of others Faults than their own : I never yet 


cou'd meet with a Man that offered me Counſel, but 
had more Occaſion for it himſelf. 


. Mor. So far you may be in the Right: : For in- 
l. good Counſel is like a home Jeſt, which every 
| buſy Fool is offering to his Fellow, and yet won't take 


it himſelf; but prithee how wilt thou live, now all your 


Money” s gone? 


Love. Live! How doſt thou live ? thou art but a 


younger Brother, I take it. 
Y. Wor. Oh, very well, Sir! tho faith, my Father 


left me but 3000 /. one of which I gave for a Place at 
Court, that I ſtill enjoy; the other two are gone after 
| Pleaſure, as thou ſay'ſt. Bur beſides this, I am ſupply'd | 

by the continual Bounty of an indulgent Brother : Now, 
I amloth to load his good Nature too much, and there- 
fore have e'en thought fit, like the reſt of my raking 


Brotherhood, to purge out my wild Humours with Ma- 


trimony : By the way, I have taken Care to ſee the Doſe 
well ſweetened with a ſwinging Portion, 


Love. Ah! Vill, you'll find marrying to cure Lewd. 
neſs, is like ſurfeiting to cure Hunger : — But prithee, 


Friend, what is thy Wife that muſt be? 


Z. Wor. Why, faith, ſince I believe the Matter is too 


far gone for any Man to poſtpone me, (at leaſt, I am 


ſure, thou wilt not do me an Injury to do thyſelf no 


Good) 111 tell thee : — You muft know, my Miſtreſs is 
the Daughter of that very Knight to whom you mort- 
gaged your Eſtate, Sir }:i/ll;am Wiſewor'd. 


Lowe. Why, ſhe's an Heireſs, and has 1000. a Year 


in her own Hands, if ſhe be of Age: But J ſuppoſe the 
old Man knows nothing of your Intentions. Therefore, 
prithee, how have you had Opportanitzes « of promoueg. . 
Jau Love? :.:.- 


F. Wor, Why thus: - as muſt know, Sir William 


| (being wy well acquainted with the Lane of my 


* 5 Brother 8 


10 Love's Loft whit ; 


Brother's Eſtate) deſigns his Daughter = bim; and to 
encourage his Paſſion, offers him, out of his own Pocket, 
the additional Bleſſing of 5000/, This Offer my Bro- 
ther, knowing my Inclination, ſeems to embrace ; but 
at the ſame time is really in Love with his Niece, who 
lives with him in the ſame Houſe : And therefore, to 
hide my Deſign from the old Gentleman, I pretend Vi- 
ſits te his Daughter, as an Interceſſor for my Brother 
only; and thus he has given me daily Opporturities of 
advancing my own Intereſt; —- nay, and 1 have ſo 
contriv'd it, that I deſign to have the $0087. %%% 

| Lowe. How is that poſſible, ſince I ſee no Hopes of 
the old Man's Conſent for you? 
Y. IW:r. Have a Day's Patience, and you'll ſec the 
| Effects on't: In a Word, *tis ſo ſore, that nothing but 

Delays can hinder my Succeſs; therefore | am very 

earneſt with my Miſtreſs, that to-morrow may be the 
Day : But a Pox on't, I have two Women to prevail 
with; for my Brother quarrels every other Day with 

his Miſtreſs ; and while I am recorciling him, 1 loſe 
Ground in my own Amour. . 
| Lowe. Why, bas not your Miſtreſs told you her Mind 
1 Ok | 
5 : Y. Mor. She will I ſuppoſe, as foon as ſhe knows it 

herſelf ; for within this Week ſhe has chang'd it as often 
as her Linen, and keeps it as ſecret too: for ſhe would 
no more own her Love before my Face, than ſhe wou'd 
fit herſelf before my Face. 

Love. Paw! ſhe ſtews it the more, by living to 
conceal it. 

Y. Wer. Nay, ſhe does give me ſome Proofs indeed; 
for ſhe will ſuffer nobody but herſelf to ſpeak ill of me, 
18 always uneaſy tilt [am ſent for, never pleas'd when 1 
am with her, and ſtill jealous when I leave her. 

Lowe. Well! Succeis to thee, Vill. | 

T. Wor, Ha! yonder goes my Brother: T am afraid | 
his walking fo early, proceeds from ſome Diſturbance 
in his Love: I mult after him, and ſet him right, — 

Dear Nez, you'il excuſe me: Sha!l I ſee you at 4. 
mach's between Five and Six this Aliernoon . 


Love, 


Tie Fool in Foſhicn. 11 

Love. With all my Heart: — But. d' ye hear? O anſt 
not thou lend me the Fellow to that ſame Guinea you 
gave my Man? Vil give you my Bond, if you miſtruſt me. 


. Por, Oh, dir, your Neceſſity is Obligation 
enough: — There tis, and all I have, faith; "when 


] fee you at Night, 50 may command me farther. — | 


Adieu: At Six at fartheſt; [Exits V. Wor. 
Loe. Without fail. — 80! Now, Raſcal, you are 


hungry, are you? Thou defervelt never to eat again 


Rogue grumble before Fortune had quite forſaken us! 
| Swap. ah! dear Sir, the Tho oughts of eating again 


have ſo tranſported me, I am rclolved to live and 


die with you. 


Love. Look ye, TELY here's that will provide TY 
with a Dinner, and a Brace of Whores into the Bargain. 
Snap. Ab! good Sir! no Whores before Dinner, I 


beſeech you, 


Live. Well, fog nes Pl ke" your Advice; for, to 


ſay the Truth, a Man is as unfit to follow Love with an 
empty Stomach, as Buſineſs with an empty Head. 
Therefore I think a Bii and a Bottle won't be amits tirtt, 


The God of Wine and Love were ever Fr ends ; 


For by the H. elp of Wine, Lowe gains his Ends. [Exeunt. 
8 Elder Worthy. « with a Letter, 


El. e,, How hard is it to find that Happineſs which 


our ſhort-ſighted Paſſions hope from Women! The 
Blind are only happy: For if we look thro' Reaſon's 


never-erring Perſpective, we then ſurvey their Souls, 


aad view the Rubbiſh we were chaffering for: And ſuch 


J find Hillaria's Mind is made of. This Letter is an 
Order for the 5 off 7 Fetters, and Pl lend * 


her immediately. 


Enter to bis 11 Voung Worth; Ye. 


7 Mor. Morrow, Brother. [Seeing the Letter: 7 What, 
is your Fit return'd again? What Beaux's' Box now bas 


Hillaria taken Snuff from? What Fool has led her fr 'm 
the Box to her Coach? What Fop has ſhe ſufferes io 


read a Play or a Novel to her? Or whoſe Money has {lie 


N won at Bafet f —— Come, come, let's ſes 
| A 6 ” the 


. 8 
1 pa! 1 


"TER 
7 3 * > 


1 


. . 


Loews —·¾‚— 2 
7 „ 7 5 4 


: Deny 
. * 
— 7 — . ] §—˖X—˙⁰ --  o 


12 Love's Loſt Sbift; or, 


the ghaſtly Wound ſhe has made in your Quiet, that I 


may know how much Claret to preſcribe you. : 
El. Wor. I have my Wound and Cure from the ſame 
| Perſon, I'll aſſure you; the one from Hillaria's Wit 

and Beauty, and the other from her Pride and Vanity. 


. Wor. That's what I cou'd never yet find her guilty 


of: Are you angry at her loving you ? 


El. Wor, I am angry at mylelf, for believing ſhe 


ever did. 


Y. Wor. Have her Addons ſpoke the contrary ? Come, 


you know ſhe loves. 


El. Wor. Indeed ſhe gave agront Proof on't laſt Night 
here in the Park, by faſt' ning on a Fool, and careſſing 


him before my F ace, when ſhe might have ſo eaſily 
avoided him. 


Y. Wor, What! and I warrant, interrupted you in the 


Middle of your Sermon; for I don't queſtion but you 
were preaching to her. But, prithee, who 1 was the Fool 


| ſhe faſten'd upon? 


El. War. One that Heaven intended 157 a Man; but 
the whole Buſineſs of his Life is, to make the World 
believe he is of another Species. He's ſo fond of a pub- _ 
lic Reputation, that he is more extravagant in his At- 


tempts to gain it, than the Fool that fir d Diana's Tem- 
ple to immortalize his Name. 


F. Hor. Vou have ſaid enough to tell me his Name! is 
Sir Nowvelty Faſhion. 


El. Wor. The * But that which wok concerns 


me, he has the Impudence to addreſs Hillaria, and ſhe 
Vanity enough not to diſcard him. 


T. Wor, Is this all? Why, thou art as hard to leafs 


in a Wiſe, as thy Miſtreſs in a new Gown : How many 


Women have you took in hand, and yet can't pleaſe _ 


yourſelf at laſt ? 


El. Nor. I had need to have the beſt Goods, when 1 
offer ſo great a Price as Marriage for them: Hillaria has 


ſome good Qualities, but not enough to rn a Wite of. 
. Wor. She has Beauty, 


F. Mor. Granted. 
5 . Wor. And Money. 3 
ul, Wer. Too much! Erough to ſupply 1 Vanity. 


or. 


— 


* 
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F. Wer. She has Senſe. re 
El. Wer. Not enough to believe I am no Foot. 
| Y. Wor. She has Wit. 
El. Wor. Not enough to deceive me. 
T. Wor. Why then you are happy, if ſne can't t de- 
„ eie eee 
E]. Wor. vet ſhe has Folly enough 10 ende hour it: 
I'm ſee her no more, and this ſhall tell her ſo. 


Y. Wor. Which in an Hour's TIS you'll repent, as 


much as ever —— _ 
El. Wor. As ever I mould marrying her. 


Y. Wor. You'll have a damn'd ſneaking Look, ben 
you are forced to aſk her Pardon for your ungenerous 


: * and lay the Fault upon Exceſs of Love. 


El. Wor. I am not ſo — in Love as you ima- 


gine. 


. Nor. Indeed, Sir, you are in Love, and that Let: 
ter tells her ſo. | 


El. Mor. Read it, you'll find 5 it to the contrary, 


F. Wor. Prithee, I know what's in it better than thou 
do'ſt: You ſay, tis to take your Leave of her; but [ 
ſay, 'tis in hopes of a kind, excufive Anſwer: But, 
faith, you miſtake her and yourſelt too; ſhe is too high- 


ſpirired, not to take you at your Word; and you are too 
5 much i in Love, not to aſk her Pardon. 


EL. Wor. Well, then, Ill not be too raſh, but will 


| ſhew my Reſentment, in forbearing my Viſits, - 


F. Wor. Your Viſits ? Come, I ſhall ſoon try what a 


Man of Reſolution you are for yonder ſhe comes: 
Now, let's ſee if you have Power to move. 
El. Wor. I'll ſoon convince you of that. —F arewel. 


. Wor, Ha! Gone! I don't like that: I am ſoars to 


find him ſo reſolute : But I hope Hillaria has taken too 
faſt hold of his Heart, to let this Fit ſhake him off: I 


muſt to her, and make up this Breach, for while his 
Amour ſtands mill, hade no hopes of advancing my 


own. | | 2 


"- Buter Hillarn, Narcifſa, and Amanda ; in Mourning. 


Hi. Well, dear e A art the —_ conſtant 


5 Wits I ever - heard af, not to ſhake off the Mammary of 


an 


i 

} 
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an ill Hoſband, after eight or ten Years Abſence ; nay, 


to mourn, for aught you know, for the Living too, and 


ſuch a Huſband, that tho? he were alive, would never 


thank you for it : ZIP dye perüiſt 1 in ſuch a hopeleſs 


Grief ?. 
Am. Becauſe 'tis hopeleſs. For if be be alive, he 


is dead to me. His dead Affections, not Virtue it- 


ſelf can e'er retrieve : Wou 'd 1 were with him, tho in 
his Grave! 

Hil. In my Mind you are much better where you 
are. The Grave! Young Widows uſe to have warmer 


Wiſhes. But, methinks, the Death of a rich old Uncle 


ſhould be a Cordial to your Sorrows. 
Am. That adds to 'em; for he was the only Relation 


| T had left, and was as tender of me as the neareſt; He 
was a Father to me. | 


Hil. He was bettzr than ſome Fathers to you ; for he 


died juſt when you had occaſion for his Eſtate. 


Nar. J have an old Father, and the Duce take me; 1 
think he only lives to hinder me of my Occaſions; but, 


Lord bleſs me, Madam, how can you be unhappy with 
20001. a Year in your own Poſicfion ? . 
Hil. For my Part, the greateſt Reaſon I think you 
have to grieve is, that you are not ſure your Huſband's. 


dead; for were that confirm'd, then, indeed, there 


were hopes that one Poiſon might drive out another : ; 


You might marry again. 


Ani. All the Comfoit of my Life is, that T can tell My 
Conſcience, | have been true to Virtue. 


Hil. And to an extravagant Huſband, that cares not a 


Farth: no for you. But, come, let's leave this unſeaſon- 
able Talk, and pray give me a little of your Advice. 
What ſh: I! do with this Mr. Warthy ? Wou'd you ad- 


viſe me to make a Huſband of him *? 


An. | um but an ill Judge of Men; the only one 1 


thought my ſelf ſecure of, molt eruelly deceiy'd me. 
Hil, 4 lokng Gameſter is fitteſt to give Warning: 


What d've think of him ? 


Am. Better than of any Man I know. T read nothin 


in him but what is ſome part of a good Man's Cha- 
. e . 


2 


Hil. He's Fe HY 
Anm. He's a Lover. © | 
Hil. He taxes me with a Fool ! 


Am. He wou'd preſerve your Reputation: And a 


Fool's Love only ends in the Ruin of it. 
Hi. Methinks he's not handſome. 

4m. He's a Man, Madam, | | 
Hill. Why then ev'n let him make a Woman of me. 
Nar. Pray, Madam, what d ye think of his Brother ? 


en 
Am. I would not thiak of 1 


Nar. O dear, why, pray t 


Am. He puts me in mind of a Man too like him, one- 


that had Beauty, Wit, and Falſhood. 


Nar. You have hit ſome part of his Character, 1 


muſt confeſs, Madam; but as to his Truth, I'm 


ſure he 
loves only me. 


i it too. 


nity believe him. 


Am. But you will hardly; without Magic, ſecure bis. 
Nar. I ſhall uſe no Spells or Charms, but this poor 


Face, Madam. 
Am. And your Fortune. 


Nar. Senſeleſs Malice! [4/ide.] I know he'd marry 


me without a Groat. 
Am. Then he's not the Man I wks him for. 
Har. Why, pray — what do you take him for? 


Am. A wild young Fellow, that loves every thing 


he ſees. 
Nar. He never lov'd you yet. 


to encourage him. 
Nar. In my Conſcience you are in the right on't, 


Madam; I dare ſwear he never did, nor e'er wou'd, 7 


tho' he gaz'd till Doom's-day, 


Am. I hope, Madam, your Charms will prevent bie , 
putting himſelf to the Trial, and I wiſh he may never— 
 Nar. Nay, dear Madam, no more railing at him, un · 


leſs you wou'd have me believe you love him. 


. 


Hil. 1 12 5 Ladies, you are both in the Wrong: 
3 You, 


The Fool in « Faſhion =. 3 : 


Am. 1 don't doubt but he tells you ſo; 2. and ſwears 


Nar. O Lord! Madam, 1 hope 1 may without Va- 


[ Peevißly. 
Am. I hope, Madam, he never ee any thing in me 
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Vou, Couſin, in being angry at what you deſir'd, her 
Opinion of your Lover; and you, Madam, for ſpeak- « 
ing Truth againſt the Man ſhe reſolves to love. 


Nar. Love him! Prithee, Couſin, no more of that 
old Stuff. | | 


Hil. Stuff! Why, don't you own you are to marry 


him this Week ? — Here he comes, I ſuppoſe nd tell 5 


him another thing in his Ear. 
Enter Young Worthy. 
Hit. Mr. Werthy, your Servant; you look with the 


Face of Buſineſs : What's the News pray ? 


V. Wor. Faith, Madam, I have News for you all, and 
rivate News too ; but that of the greateſt Conſequence | 
is with this Lady. Your Pardon, ! III whiſper 


with you all, one after another, 


Nar. Come, Couſin, will you walk? The Gentle- 


man has Buſineſs ; ; we ſhall interrupt him, 
Hil, Why really, Couſin, I don't ſay poktively you 
love Mr. Warthy ; ; but, 1 vow, this looks very like Jea- 
n 


Nay. Piſh ! Lord ! Hillaria, 1 you are in a very odd 


Humour to-day. But to let you ſee I have no ſuch 


weak Thoughts about me, I'll wait as unconcern'd as 
yourſelf, (I'll rattle him.) _ [Au. 
Am. Not unpleaſing, ſay you? Pray, Sir, unfold 1 8 a 


| ſelf, for I have long deſpair'd of welcome News. 


F. Wor. Then in a Word, Madam, your Huſband, © 


Mr. Loveleſs, is in Town, and has been tbeſe three days; 


1 1 with him an Hour ago. 
Am. In Town! you amaze me! for Heaven' 8 ſake 


. War. Faith, 8 conſidering Italy, and thoſe 
Parts have furniſhed him with nothing but an Improve- 5 
ment of that Lewdneſs he carry d over, I can't pro- 


perly give you Joy of his Arrival: Beſides, he is ſo 
very poor, that you wou'd take him for an Inhabitant of 
that Country. And when I confirm'd your being dead, he 


only ſhook his Head, and call'd you good-natur'd Fool, 


or to that Effect; nay, ms" 1 told hin his Unkindneſs 


brake your Heart EE 
is 


The Fool in Faſhion. 5 17 


Am. Barbarous Man! not ſhed a Tear upon my 
Grave ? But why did you tell him I was dead? 


Y. Wor. Becauſe, Madam, I thought you had no 


mind to have your Houſe plunder'd; and for another 


Reaſon, which, if you dare liſten to me, perhaps you'll 
not diſlike : In a Word, 'tis ſuch a Stratagem, that will 


either make him aſham'd of his Folly, or in 008 with 
your Virtue. 


Am. Can there be a Hope, when ev'n my Death 


cou'd not move him to a relenting Sigh ? Yet, FN in- 
ſtruct me, Sir. 


Y. Wor. You know, dad. twas not above four or 
| five Months after you were mariy'd, but, (as moſt young 
_ Huſbands do) he grew weary of you. Now, I am con- 
fident, 'twas more an Affectation of being faſhionably 


vicious, than any reaſonable Diflike he cou'd either find 
in your Mind or Perſon : Therefore cou'd you, by ſome 


Artifice, paſs upon him as a new Miſtreſs, I am apt to 
believe you wou'd find none of the wonted Coldneſs in 


5 his Love, but a younger Heat and fierce Deſire. 


Am. Suppoſe this done; what coug be the Conſe- 


quence ? . 


. Wars Oh, your having then a juſt Oceakon to re- 

proach him with his broken Vows, and to let him ſee 
the Weakneſs of his deluded Fancy, which even in a 
Wife, while unknown, cou'd find thoſe real Charms, 
which he denied were in a virtuous Woman; who knows 


but this, with a little ſubmiſſive Eloquence, may ftrike 
him with ſo great a Senſe of Shame, as may reform his 


Thoughts, and fix him yours? 


Ann. You have reviv'd me, Sir; But how can I af- 
ſure myſelf that he'll like me as a Miſtreſs ; 

V. Wer. From your being a new one—Leave the Ma- 

nagement of all to me: I have a Trick ſhall draw him 


to your Bed: Ill engage he likes you as a Miſtreſs, 


though he cou'd not as a Wife. 


Am. You have oblig'd me, Sir; if I ſucceed, the 155 


5 Glory ſhall be yours. 
TFT. Wer, I'll wait on you, and conſult how I may bs 
farther ſerviceable to you: But you muſt put this in 


| ſpeedyñ N ick * ſhould hear of you, and pre- 
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vent your Deſign; in the mean time, "tis a Secret to all 


the World but yourſelf and me. 
Am. ll] ſtudy to be grateful, Sir. 


Z. Mir. Now for you, Madam. [79 Hillaria, 

| Nar. So! I am to bo laſt ſerv'd: Very well. | 4/ize. 

T. Weir, My Brother, Madam, conſellta he ſcattered 
ſome rough Words laſt Night; and I take the Liberty 


to tel] you, you gave him ſome Provocation, 


Hil. That may be; but I'm reſolv'd to be Miftre!- of | 
my Actions before Marriage, and no Man ſhall uſorp a 
Power over me, till | give it him. 
Y. Wer, At leaſt, Madam, conſider what he ſaid as 
the Effects of an impatient Paſſion; and give him Leave : 


this Afternoon to ſet all right again. 
Hil. Well, if I don't find myſelf out of Order after 


Dinner, perhaps I may ſtep into the Garden: But 1 


won't promiſe you neither. 


Y. Wor. I dare believe you without it, — Now, Ma- 
dam, I am your humble Servant. [e Nar. 


Near. And every Body's humble Servant, [Walks eff. 
F. Wer, Why, Madam, I am come to tell you = — 


Mar. What Succeſs you had with that Lady, 1 ſuppoſe 
l don't mind Intrigues, Sir, 


T. Wer. I like this Jealouſy, however, tho? I ſcarce 


know how to appeaſe it. Aſde.] Tis Buſineſs of Mo- 


ment, Madam, and may be done in a Moment. 


Near. Yours is done with me, Sir; but my Buſineſs is 
not fo ſoon done as you imagine. | 


J. Wor. In a Word, I have very near reconcil'd my 


Brother and your Coulin, and J don't doubt but to- 
morrow will be the Day; If I were but as well aſſur d 5 


of your Conſent for my Happineſs too 


Nar. Firſt tell me your Diſcourſe with chat Lady; 


and afterwards, if you can, look mein the F ace Oh, 


are you ſtudying, Sir? 


. Wor. Sdeath! I muſt not truſt her with it; ſhe'll 
; tell it the whole Town for a Secret 


Pox ] neter a 


Lie? Ae. 
Narr. You ſaid it was of the greateſt Conlequence te. 
T. Wir, A good Hint, faith. [ Ace. ] Why, Madam, 

ſince you wall needs force it from me, 'twas to deſire ber 


to 


e 
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to advance my Intereſt with you : But all my intreaties 


could not prevail; for ſhe told me, I was unworthy of 


you : Was not this of Conſequence, Madam? 


Nar. Nay, now I muſt believe you, Mr. i 
and I aſk your Pardon; for ſhe was juft railing againſt | 
you for a Huſband before you came, 

Y. Wor. Oh! Madam, a favour'd Lover, like a good | 


Poem, for the Malice of fome few, makes the generous 
Temper more admire it. 

Nar. Nav, what ſhe ſaid, I muſt confeſs, had much 
the ſame Effect, a« the Coffee-Criticks ridicu' ing Prince 


Arthur ; for I ſound a plcaſing Diſappoinment | in my 
reading you; and till I fee your Beauties equall d, F; 


ſhan't diflike ycu for a few Faults: 


Y. Wor, Then, fince you have bleſt me with your 
good Opinion, et me beg of you, before theſe Ladies, 
to complete my Happ inefs to-morrow, Let this be the 
laſt Night of your lying alone, = 


Nar. What d'ye mean? 
F. Wor. To marry you to-morrow, Madam. 
Nar. Marry me! Who put that in your Head? 


. Hor. Some Encouragement which my Hopes bare | 


form'd, Ma'am. 
Nar. Hopes ! Oh, Infolence ! D'ye think T can be 


mov'd to love a Man, to kiſs, and 257 with him, and 


ſo forth?! 


J. Wor, I'gad, J find 3 but downright Impu- 


dence will do with her. [ 4/ide. ] No, Madam, tis the 


Man miſt Kiſs, and toy with you, and fo forth, Come, 
my dear Angel, pronounce the joyful Word, and draw 


the Scene of my eternal Happineſs. Ab methinks I'm 
there already, eager and impatient of approaching Bliſs ! 


Joſt laid within the Bridal-bed ; our Friends retir'd ; the 
Curtains cloſe drawn around us; no Light but Cælia's 
Eyes; no Noiſe but her ſoſt trembling Words, and 
broken Sighs, that plead in vain for Mercy. And now | 
a trickling Tear ſteals down her glowing Cheek, which 
tells the happy Lover at Length ſhe yields ; yet vows 
| Te rather die; but ſtill ſubmits to the unexperienc'd 


[Embracing her. 
5 J. Wor, 


Hil. What Raptares, Mr, Wartly 2 


r 


| 
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T. Wor, Only the Force of Love in Imagination, 
Madam. 8 


| Nar. O Lord! dear Couſin, and Madam, let's be 
gone | I vow he grows rude. Oh, for Heaven's Sake! 
J ſhan't ſhake off my Fright theſe ten Days: O Lord! 


Iwill not ſtay —— Be gone; for I declare J loath the 
| [ Exit. 


Sight of you. 
Y. Wer. I hope you'll land my Friend, Madam. 
Hil. I'll get her into the Garden after Dinner. [ Exeunt. 
T. Wir. I find there's nothing to be done with my 


Lady before Company; tis a ſtrange affected Piece — 


But there's no Fault in her 1000“. a Year, and that's 
the Loadſtone that attracts my Heart —— The Wile 


and Grave may tell us of ſtrange Chimæras called Virtues 
in a Woman, and that they alone are the beſt Dowry ; 
but, faith, we younger Brothers are of another Mind. 


Women are chang' d from what they avere of old: 


_ Therefore let Lowers flill this Maxim hold, 
She's only Worth, that brings her Weight in Gold. 


' SSSSSSSSOS8ISSSISSSS8)8 


Die SCENE, à Garden belonging to Sir 


William Wilewou'd's Houſe. 
Enter Narciſſa, Hillaria, and Sir Novelty Faſhion, 


HILLARIA. 


N MN N H for Heaven's Sake! no more of this 


Gallantry, Sir Neowe/ty; For I know you 


| 80 O is {ay the ſame to every Woman you ſee, 
RN. XN 


1 ir Nov. Every one that ſees you, Ma- 


| dam, muſt ſay the ſame, Your Beauty, 

like the Rack, forces every Beholder to conteſs his 
Crime — of daring to adore you. NED 

 _  Nar, Oh! I han't Patience to hear all this. If he be 

blind, I'll open his Eyes. [ Afge.] I vow, Sir Nov, 


you Men of Amour are ſtrange Creatures: You think 
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no Woman worth your while, unleſs you walk over a 
Rival's Ruin to her Heart: I know nothing has en- 
courag'd your Paſſion to my Couſin more, than her Eu- 
gagement to Mr. Worthy. 

Hil. Poor Creature | Now is ſhe angry ſhe ha'n't the 


Addreſs of a Fop I nauſeate. [ Aide. 1 
Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, as to that I hope the Lady ' 
will eaſily diſtinguiſh the Sincerity of her Adorers. | Im 


Tho' I muſt allow, Mr. Worthy | is infinitely the hand- 5 
ſomer Perſon 35 
Nar. O ke! Sir Novell, make not ſuch a prepoſterous . 
3 Compariſon. ; 
7 Sir Nov. Oh Ged ! Madam, there's no Compariton, 1 
[4 Nar. Pardon me, Sir, he's an unpoliſh'd Animal, . 
Sir Nov. Why, does your Ladyſhip really think me * 
1 tolerable ? 1 — 
Hl. So! ſhe has ſnapt his Heart already. [46 ” wp 5 
Sir Now. Pray, Madam, how do I look to-day ? — 
What, curſedly ? I'll warrant ; —l don't know, Madam: 
—"Tis true — the T own does talk of me indeed; — but 
the Devil take me, in my Mind, I am a very ugly F ellow. 
Mar. Now you are too ſevere, Sir Novelty. 0 
Sir Now. Not [, burn me: — for Heaven's Sake deal 
freely with me, Madam ; and if you can, tell me — one 
_ tolerable Thing about me. | 
. Hil. Twould poſe me, I'm = [46 he, L 1 
bi Nar. Oh! Sir Novelty, this is unanſwerable ; tis hard þ + 
to know the brighteſt Part of a Diamond. F. 
Sir Now. You'll make me bluſh, ſtop my Vitals, Ma- -$ 
Pon — [I'gad, I always ſaid ſhe was a Woman of Senſe, F. 
| Srike me dumb, I am in Love with her. — I'll try her * 
farther. [Afede.] But, Madam, is it poſſible I may vie = - 
with Mr, Worthy ? — Not that he is any Rival of mine, . 
Madam; for I can aſſure you, my Inclinations lie where, < p 
| perhaps, your Ladyſhip little thinks. =_— . 
Hi. So! now I am rid of him. 22 | | i 
Sir Now. But, pray tel! me, Madam ; for I really love = 
a ſevere Critick : 1 am ſure you muſt believe he has a _ 


more happy Genius | in Dreſs: For my Part, 1am but 
: a Sloven, | 5 


Ne- . 
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Nar. He i: a Genius unſufferable! Why he dreſſes 
worſe than a Captain of the Militia : But you, Sir No- 


_ welty, are a true Original, the very Pink of Faſhion : 
I'll warrant you. there's not a Milliner in Town but has 
got an Eſtate by you. | 


Sir Now. I muſt confeſs, Madam, I am for doing good 
to my Country: For you fee this Suit, Madam — I 


ſuppoſe you are not ignorant what a hard Time the Rib- 


band Weavers have had ſince the late Mourning : Now 


my Delign is to ſet the poor Rogues up again, by re- 


commending this Sort of Trimming : 'The Fancy is 
pretty well for ſecond Mourning. — By the way, Ma- 


dam, TI had fifteen hundred Guineas laid in my Hand, as 


a Gratuity to encourage it: But, T'gad, I refuſed 'em, 


being too well acquainted with the Conſequence of tax- 


ing a Bribe in a National Concern. 


Hil. A very Charitable Faſhion, indeed, Sir Novelty 7 


But how if it ſhould not take? 
Nar. Ridiculous! Take! I warrant you in a Week 
the whole 'Town will have it; tho' perhaps Mr. Worthy 


weill be one of the laſt of em: He's a mere Valet de 
_ Chambre to all Faſhions; and never is in any till his 
Betters have left them off. FF Wrrr dp ny 


Sir Now. Nay, Ged, now I mult laugh; for the Dev'l 


take me, if I did not meet him, not above a Fortnight 
ago, in a Coat with Buttons no bigger than Nutmegs. 


Hil, There, I muſt confeſs, you out-do him, Sir Novel. 
Sir Nov. Oh, dear Madam, why mine are not above 
three Inches Diameter, | | 


Hil, But methinks, Sir Nowelty, your Sleeve is a little 


Sir Now, Nay, Madam, there you wrong me; mine 
does but reach my Knuckles, but my Lord Overdo's 


cover his Diamond Ring. 


Hil. Nay, I confeſs the Faſhion may be very uſeful _ 
to you Gentlemen that make Campaigns : For ſhould | 
| hes unfortunately loſe an Arm, or fo, that Sleeve might | 


e very convenient to hide the Defect on't, _ : 
Sir New. Hah! I think your Ladyſhip's in the right 
[Hiding bis Hand in his Sleeve, 


| Nar. 5 


The Foil in Faſbin. 23 
Nar. Oh ! fach an air! ſo becoming a Nepligence— 
Upon my Soul, Sir Noveliy, you' 11 be the Envy of the 


Beau Monde. 


Hil, Mr. 2 a good P ancy were thrown away upon. 


him; but you, Sir, are an Ornament to your Clothes. 
Sir Now. Then your Ladyſhip really thinks ney are 


— Bien entenaue ? 


Hil. A Marveil, Monfeeur. 
Sir Now. She has almoſt as mock Wit as ber Couſin, 


[ 4/ige. ] I muſt confeſs, Madam, this Coat has had a uni. 


verſal Approbation; for this Morning 1 had all the emi. 


nent Taylors in Town at my Levee, earneſtly petition. | 


ing for the firſt Meaſure of it: Now Madam, if you 


thought it would oblige Mr. Worthy, I would og his 
Taylor have it before any of em. 

Nar. See, here he comes, and the Duce ake me, 1 | 
think 'twould be a great Piece of Good-nature ; for 
I declare he looks as rough as a Dutch Corporal = — 
Prithee, Sir Nowveliy, let's laugh at him. 
Bir Nov. O Ged! no, Madam, that were too eruel: 8 
Why, you know he can't help it.—Let $ take no Notice 
of him. | 
th Wretched S [Alle. 


Enter Elder Worthy. 


El. r. 1 6nd my Reſolution is but vain, my F cet | 
have brought me hither againſt my Will: But ſure I can. 
command my Tongue, which I'll bite off ere it ſhall ſeek 


a Reconciliation. Still ſo familiar there! But 'tis no mat - 


ter, I'll try if I can wear indifference, and ſeem as care- 
leſs in my Love as ſhe is of her Honour, which ſhe can 
never truly know the Worth cf, while the perſiſts to let a 
Fool thus Play wich it. 4 de.) Ladies your Humble 


Servant, 
Hil. Now I can't forbear fretting his Spleen a little, 


[Alide.] Oh! Mr. Worthy, we are admiring Sir Novelty, 


and his new Suit: Did you ever fee ſo ſweet a Fancy ? 
He is as full of Variety as a good Flay, 
El. War. He's a very pleaſant Comedy, indeed, Ma- 


dam; and dreſt with a great deal of good Satire, and, no 


doubt, may oblige both the eat and the Town, 2 


cially the Ladies. 
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0 24 Lovz's Laſt Shift ; , 


Hil. $0! There's for me 22 
Sir Now. O Ged! Nay, prithee, Tom, you know my 


Hamouts.. Ladies (Stop my Vitals) I don't believe there 
are five Hundred | in Town that ever took any Notice of 


me. 
El. Wor. Oh, Sir, . are ls that take 8 much 


Notice of you, that the Town takes Notice of them for't. 


Hil. It works rarely. WE/72 
Sir Nov. How of them, Tom, upon my Account? O 
Ged, I wou'd not be the Ruin of any Lady's Reputa- 


tion, for the World. Stop my Vitals, I'm very ſorry 
for't: Pricthee name but one that has a favourable 
Thought of me: And to convince you that I have no 


Deſign upon her, I'll inſtantly viſit her in an unpowder'd 


Periwig. 


FH. Hor. Nay, me I mean is a W of Senſe too. 
Sir Now. Phoo! Prithee, pox, don't banter me : 'Tis 


I impoſſible : : What can ſhe ſee in me? 


El. Nor. Oh, a thouſand taking Qualities. This Lady 


will inform you — Come, I'll introduce you. [Pulls him. R 


Sir Now, O Ged, no. Prithee — hark you in your 


Ear — I am off of her; Demme, if I ben't: I am, ſtop 
| my Vitals — _ 


El. Vor. Wretched Rogue! 27 4] P aw, no mat- 
ter? I'll reconcile you. Come, Madam, 
Hil. Sir. | 


El. Wor. This Gentleman humbly begs to Kiſs your 


Hand, 


_ Hil. He needs not your Recommendation, Sir. 
El. Nor. True; a Fool recommends himſelf to your 


| Sex, and that's the Reaſon Men of common Senſe live 


unmarry'd. 
Hil. A Fool without Jealouſy, Is better than a Wit 


with III- nature. 


El. Wor. A friendly Office, ſeeing your Fault, is m- 


nature. 


Hil. Believing more than we have, is pitiful. —You 


know I hate this Wretch, loath, and ſcorn him. 


El. or. Fools have a ſecret Art of pleaſing Women: 


If he did not delight you, you wou'd not hazard your 
Reputation by encouraging his Love. 


. 
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Hil. Dares he wrong my Reputation? 


El. Vor. He need not; the World will 1 it for him, | 
while you keep him Company. 


Hil. I dare anſwer it to the World. 
El. Wor. Then why not to me? 


Hil. To ſatisfy you, were a F ondneſs 1 never ſhould : 
. forgive N 


El. Wor. To perſiſt i in it, is + what I'll never forgive. . | 
Hil. Inſolence! is it come to this? Never ſee me more, 


El. Wor. I have loſt the Sight of you already; there 
hangs a Cloud of Folly between you and the hrs I 


once thought you. 
[L Hillaria is going of, Enter Young Worthy. 


. Wor. What to ourſelves in Paſſion aue propoſe ; 
2 De Paſſion ceaſing, does the Purpoſe loſe. 


Madam, therefore, pray let me engage you to ſtay a little 

till your Reſentment is over, that you may ſee whether 
you have reaſon to be angry, or no. 

Sir Nov. [To Mar.] Pray, Madam, who i 1s that Gen- | 


tleman! 


Narr. Mr. Worthy*s Brother, Sir; a Gentleman of o 
mean Parts, I can aſſure you. | | 
Sir Naw, I don' t doubt it, Madam, — He has a very ; 


good Pe iwig. 


Hil. To be jealous of me with a F oo], is an afront | 


to my Underſtanding. | 


T. Wor. Tamely to reſign your Reputarion to the 
mercileſs Vanity of a Fool, were no Proof of his Love. 


Hil. Tis queſtioning my Conduct. | 
Y. Wor, Why, you let him kiss Naar Hand laſt Night 
efore my Face. 


Hil. The Foo! direrted me, and! gave him my Hand, 


as I would lend my Money, Pan, or Handkerchief to a 


Legerdemain, that J might ſee him play all his Tricks 
over. 


V. Her. O, Madam, no Juggler is ſo N as a 


Fop; for whi je vou look his Folly in the Face, he ſteals 
away your Reputation Wich more eaſe than the ocher 


picks „our Focket. „ 
Hit, Some Foois indeed are dangerous. 
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J. Wor. I grant you, your D.fign is only to laugh 
at him ; but that's more than be tnds out: Therefore 
vou muſt expect he will tell the World another Story; 

and 'tis ten to one but the a makes you re- 
pent your Curioſit 7. 
Hil. You peak like an Oracle : - I tremble at the 


Thoughts on't. 


Y. Mor. Here's one al detaneſls your Fears = 


Brother, I have done your Buſineſs : Hillaria is convinc 0 | 


of her Indiſcretion, and has a Pardon ready for 1 5 
aſeing it. 
EI. War. She's the Criminal; I have no Occaſion for 


| it, 
Y. Vor. See, ſhe comes toward you; give her a civil 
Word at leaſt. 


Hil. Mr. Worthy, I'll not be behind- hand in the Ac- 
knowledgment I owe you : I freely confeſs my Folly, 


and forgive your harſh Conſtruction of it: Nay, Fil not 


condemn your want of Good. nature, in not endeavouring 


(as your Brother has cone) by mild AISLES to con- 
vince me of my Error. 
] Wer. Now you vanquiſh me! I bluſh to bs out- 
done in generous Love Jam your slave, diſpoſe of me 
as you pleaſe. | 


Hil. No more; from this Hour be you the Maſter of 
my Actions, and my Heart, 

El. Wir. This Goodneſs gives you the Power, and 1 
obey with Pleaſure. _ 

F. Mer. So! 1 find I han't preach'd to no Purpoſe. 


Well, Madam, if you find him guilty of Love, een let 
to- morrow be his Execution Day; make a Huſband of 
him, and there's the Extent of Love's Law. 


El. War. Brother, I am indebted to you. 
Y. Ihr. Well, I'll give you a Diſcharge, if you'll but 


leave me half an Hour in private with that Lady. 


1], How will you get rid of Sir Newe!ry ? 
F. Vor. I warrant you; leave him to me. 


Hil. Come, Mr. Wort by, as we walk, I will inform 


you how 1 intend. to ſacrifice that Wrerch to your 


** * 


a | EI. Wor. 


ir 


Fo 


the Men come to cutting of Throats once. O ac! I'd 
fain liave them fight. a li: te — Methinks Narciſa wou'd 


Te Fool i in 2 "BY 


E/. Wor. Not, Madam, that I want Revenge on ſo 
contemptible a Creature: But I think you owe this 
Juſtice to yourſelf, to let him ſee (if poſſible) you never 
took him for any other than what he really is. 


Y. Wor. Well ! Pox on your Politicks : :  Prichee con- 
ſolt of 'em within. 


Hil. We'll obey you, Sir. 


| [Exennt Elder Worthy and Hillaria. 
. IWor. Pray give me Leave to beg a Word i in private 
with you, Sir, if you pleaſe. 


[To Sir N ovelty, nods | 15 taking Snuff. 
Sir Now: Ay, Sir, wich all my Heart. | 
F. Wor, Sir 


Sir New, Nay, 'tis right I'll Nurs you. [Offering his Bow, 


5 Wer. Ay, Sir — but now the Lady weu'd be alone. 


Sir New. Vir. 
. Wor. The Lady wou'd be alone, Sir. 5 
Sir Now, I don't hear her ſay any ſuch thing. 


Y. Wor, Then I tell you fo, and I wou d adviſe you 


to believe me. 


Sir New. I ſhall not take your Advice, Sir : But if 
you really think the Lady wou'd be alone, why yes 
had beſt leave her. | 


J. Vor. In ſhort, Sir, your Company i 18 very i unſea- f 
ſonable at preſent. 


Sir Now. I can tell you, Sir, if you have no more Wit 
than Manners, the Lady will be but ſcurvily entertain'd. 


 Nar. Oh, fie, Gentlemen! no quarrelling before a 
Woman, I beſcech you. Pray let me know the Buſineſs. 


Sir Naw. My Bufineſs is Love, Madam. 
Nur. And yours, Sir. 


Y. Wor. What 1 hope you are no Stranger to, Ma- 


dam. As for that Spark, you need take no Care of 
bim; for if he ſtays much longer, I will do his Buſineſs 


myielf. | 
Nar. Well, I vow, Love's « pleaſant Thing: | ow 


ſound ſo great in an «cxmmring Lover's Mouth — Well, 


I em reſolv'd Ser Nezelt; ſhall not go yet ; for I WII 
have the Pleccur: of 1 caring my ſelf Frais q a little ; tho? 
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thing of me yet. 


of it. 


28 Lover's Laſt Shift; 


I don't marry this Month for't. [Alle.] Co Gentle- 


men, fince you both {ay Love's your Bulineis, e en plead 


for yourſelves; and he that ſpeaks the greateſt Pailion, 
ſhall have the faireſt Return. 

T. Wor. Oh, the Devil ! now is ſhe wrapt with the 
Hopes of a little Flattery. There's no Remedy but 


Patience. S death! What a Piece have 1 to work upon? 


Hide. 
Nar. Come, Gentlemen, one at a Time. Sir Novelty, 


what have you to ſay to me ? 


Sir Now. In the firlt place, Madam, I was the firſt Per- 


Jon in England that was complimented with the Name 
of Beau, which is a Title I prefer before Right Ho- 
zourable: For that may be inherited; but this Iextort- 
ed from the whole Nation, by my ſurprizing Mien, and 
unexampled Gallantry, 


Nar. So, Sir. 


Sir Nov. Then another Thing, Madam: * has been 
oblerved, that I have been eminently ſucceſsful in thoſe 
| Faſhions I have recommended to the Town; and I don't 
queſtion but this very Suit will raiſe as many Ribband- 


Weavers, as ever the elipping or melting Trade did 


Goldſmiths. 


Nar. Piſh! What does the F ool x mean ! he fon no- 

| I., 
Sir Nov. In a Word, Madam, there has never been 
any thing particularly taking or agreeable for theſe ten 
Years paſt, but your bumble Servant was the Author 


Y. Wer. Where the Devil will this end ? Hide. 
Nar. This is all extravagant, Sir Nveliy: But what 


have you to ſay to me, Sir? 
Sir Now, I'll come to you preſently, Madam, I have 
juſt done: Then you mult know, my Coach and Equi- 


Page are as well known as mylelf; and ſince the Conve- 


niency of two Play-houſes, I have a better Opportunity 
Whiſk —L 
Oh! what Pleaſure 'tis, 


of ſhewing them: For between every Aft — 

am gone from one to th? other: 

at a good Play, to get out before half an A&'s done? 
Var. . at a good Ee Es 


Sir 


* 0 I * 


+. "ow "9% 


w 


ir 


debe Fool in Faſhion. 19 
Sir New. O, Madam, it looks particular, and gives 
the whole Audience an Opportunity of turning upon me 


at once: Then do they conclude I have ſome extraor- 
dinary Buſineſs, or a fine Woman to go to at leaſt: And 
then again, it ſhews my Contempt of what the dull 
Town think their chief Diverion: But if I do ſtay a 


Play out, I always fit with my Back to the Stage. 


Na, WI ay ſo, Sir? 


Sir Now, Then every one will imagine 1 have been 


tir'd with it before; or that Jam jealous Who talks to 
Who in the King's Box. And thus, Madam, do 1 take 


more Pains to preizrve a public Reputation, than ever 
any Lady took, after the Small- pox, to recover her 
Compiexion. _ 

Nor. Well, but to the Point: What have. you to ſay 
to me, Sir Nowelty ? 
. Wer. Now does ſhe expect 0 Compliment mall 
out- flatter her Glaſs. Le. 
Sir Now, To you, Madam ? —Why, 1 IVE been 
ſaying all this to you. 


Nar, To what End, Sir? 
Sir Now, Why, all this I have done for your ſake. 
_ Nar. What Kindneſs is it to me? 


Sir Nov. Why, Madam, don't you think it more Glory 
to be beloved by one eminently particular Perſon, whom 
all the Town knows and talks of, than to be ador'd by 


five hundred dull Souls that have Read 3 Incognito ? * 


Nar. That, J muſt confeſs, is a prevailing Argument; 
but ſtill you ha'n' t told me, why you love me. 


T. Wor. That's a Taſk be has left for me, Madam. 


Sir Nov. »Tis a Province I never undertake, I muſt e 
essen : think 'tis ſufficient, if 1 tell a Lady why ſhe 


ſnou'd 3 me. 


Nar. Hang him ! he's too conceited : he's ſo in love 


with himſelf, he won't allow a Woman the bare Comfort 


of a cold Compliment. [ Afge.] Well, Mr. Worthy. 


T. Wer, Why, Madam, I have obſerved ſeveral par- 
ticular Qualities in your Ladyſhip, that I have perfectly 
ador'd you for; as the majeſtic Toſs of your Head ; — 


your obliging bow Court'ſy ;— your ſatyrical Smile; — 


your bluthing Laugh; — your demure Lock; — the 
nb genteel 
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30 Love's Laft Shift; or, 


genteel Flirt of your Fan; — the defign'd Accident in 
your letting it fall, and your agreeable Manner of re- 
ceiving it from him that takes it up. 

A hHat he ſpeaks, ſhe imitates in A 8946 

[They brth offer to take up her Fan; and in firiving 

; V. Worthy pu/bes Sir Novelty on his Back, 

Sir Now. [| Adjuſting himſelf] I hope your Ladyſhip 

will excuſe my Diſorder, Madam — How now! 


Enter a Footman to Sir Novelty. 


Foo On Sir! Mrs. 8 

Sir Now. Ha! ſpeak lower: What of her | ? 

Foot. By ſome unlucky Accident has diſcover'd your 
being here, and raves like a mad Woman. She's at your 
Lodging, Sir, and had broke you above forty Pounds 


| worth of China before I came away. She talk'd of fol- 
lowing you hither ; and if you don't make haſte, I'm 


afraid will be here, before you can get through the ; 
. Houſe, Sir. 


Sir Nov, This Woman' 5 e the Devil; ber 


Jealouſy is implacable ; I muſt get rid of her, tho I 


give her more for a ſeparate Maintenance, than her 


Conſcience demanded for a Settlement before Enjoy- 


ment.—See the Coach ready; and if you meet her, be 


ſure you ſtop her with ſome pretended Buſineſs, till I'm 
got away from hence.——Madam, I afk your Ladyſhip ten 


thouſand Pardons ; there's a Perſon of Quality expects 
we at my Lodging, upon extr wanne Buſineſs. 
Nar. What, will you leave us, Sir Novelty? 
Sir Now. As unwilling as the Soul the Body; but this 
is an irreſiftible Occaſion. — Madam, your mo? devoted 
Slave. — Sir, your moſt humble Servant. — Madam, I 


ifs your Hand. — O Ged, no farther, dear Sir; upon 
my . I won't fir if you do 


([V. Worthy fees kim to the Door. 

[Exit Sir Nov. 

1 War. Nay then, Sir, your humble Servant. S0! 
this was a lucky Deliverance. = 

Nuar. Torerheard the Bufineſs. —You ſee, Mr. Warthy, 

a Man mutt be a Slave to a Miſtreſs ſometimes, as well 
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3 The Fool in Faſlion. 31 [F 
as a Wife ; yet all can't perſazde your Sex to a fa- i} 
ö "Ora e Opinion of poor Marriage. 1 
5 Mor. Jlong, Madam, for an Opportunity to con- + 
4 Vice yon of your r Error; and therefore give me leave to | 
5 hope Morrow you will free me from the Pain of far- . 
L ther Fx-etation, and make a Huſband of me.--Come, . 
I are your Bluſhes, and believe bave auealy nam 4 17 
3 the Day. | | | 1% 
. Mar. Had not we better confider a little 17 
& Y. Wor. No, let's avoid Conse, tis an Enemy f 
both to Cove and Courage: They that confider much, | 
5 live to be old Batchelors, and young Fighters. No, 11 
mo; we ſhall have Time enough to conkde after Mar- 
5 11age. e 55 
I Var. What, then you ke Marriage to be a Kind of | 
Jeſuit's Powder, that 1nfailivly cules tie Fever of ; 
Love ny 
Y. Wer. Tis indeed 2 Jeſvit's - Powe er, for the Pricfts | f 
firſt wage it; and only 2bllained from 1 , becauſe it) 
they knew it had a bitter 172 ite; then 8140 it over 0 
with a pretended Bleiling, and {9 palms it vpyn the 115 
untbinking Laity. i 
War. Prithee Joo t ſcrew your W: t bey ond the Com: {FP 
E paſs of good Manners, D'ye think i ſhall be tun'd 1 q | 
E to Ma rim, ony by your raving 2,410} it? If yon harre 1 
lo ſictle Stomach to Ic, III een make you fa a V. eck 31 4 
longer. 11 


Mor. Ay, but let me ao you, Ms 1 Tie nor 
Policy to keep a Lover at a thin Diet, ia Hopes to alle | 
his Appetite on the Wedding Niche; for chen Ft 


We come like Haring Beggars ro a Feaſt, 

, here, unconfin'd, wwe feed with eager haſte, 
Till each repeated Morſel palis the Tafte. 

Ma trriage gives Prodigals a N Treaſure, | 
| Who Allan. that, which might be Lins Tie aſure. 
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i N ORE OOO 
l K K N 
The SCENE, Sir William Wiſewou'd's Hoſe. 
Enter Amanda and Hillaria, meeting, 


AMANDA. 


7. N HE Y Dear, I have News for you. 
U 


"KA qe Bf Hil, I gueſs at it, and fain wou'd be ſa- 
Ys . 0 tis fed of t the Particulars; Your Huſband is 
La bf. J retarn'd, and, 1 hear, knows nothing of 


KR LC Sh Your being alive : : Young Heri has "old 


nie of your Jciign upon him. 


Ain. 01 is that I wanted your Advice i in: What think 
you of it? | 


4:1. O! I admireit : Next to forgeniig your Huſ- 


band, tis the beſt Counſel was ever given you; for un- 
der the Diſguiſe of a Miſtreſs, you may now take a fair 
Advantage of indulging your Love; and the little Ex- 
: Deines you have "had of it already, has been . 


nough not to let you be afraid of a Man. 
Am. Will you never leave your mad Humour? 
Hil. Nat till my Youth leaves me: Why ſhould Wo- 


men afect n among themſelves? When we 


converſe with Men, indeed, Modeſty and good Breeding 
oblige us not to underſt and what, ſometimes, we cat 


help thinking of. 


An, Nay, I don't think the worſe of you ſor what 


you ſay : For 'tis objerv'd, that a bragging Lover, and 


an over-thy Lady, are the fartheſt from what they would 
{cem ; the one 1s as ſeldom known to receive a F avour, 


as the other o reſiſt 2 an ee 


Hil. 


Pr rr 
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E Moſt Women have a wrong Senſe of Modeſty, as 
ſome Men of Courage ; if you don't fight with all you 
meet, or run from all you ſee, you are preſently thought 


a Coward, or an il Woman. | 
Am. You ſay true; and 'tis as hard a Matter, now-a- 


days, for a Woman to know how to converſe with Men, 


as for a Man to know when to draw his Sword: For 
many Times both Sexes are apt to over act their Parts. 
Therefore, dear Hillaria, help me, for I am at a Loſs. 
— Can I juſtify, think you, my intended Delign upon 
my Huſband? 


Hil. As how, prithee ? 


Am. Why, If 1 court and conquer him as 5 2 Miftreſs, 
am not I acceilary to his violating the Bonds of Mar- 
riage? For the' I'm his Wife, yet while he loves me 
not as ſuch, I encourage an unlawful Paſſion; and tho“ 
the Act be fafe, yet bis Intent i 15 criminal: How can 1 
anſwer this? 


Hil. Very eaßly; for if he don't intrigue with you, he 


will with ſomebody. elſe in the mean time. 


Am. Ay, but J am aſſured, the Love he will pretend 


to me is vicious: And "tis uncertain that I ſhall event 
his doing worle ci{ewhere, 
Hill. Tis true a certain Ill ought not to be gone for 
an uncertain Goos. But then again, of two Evils, chuſe 
the leaſt ; and ſure 'tis leſs criminal to let him love vou 
as a Miſtreſs, than to let him hate you as a Wife, If 
you ſucceed, I ſupooie you will ealily forgive your Guilt 
in the Undertal- ing. | 
Am. To ſay Truth, I find no Argument yet ſtrong 
enough to conquer my Inclination to it. But is there no 
. Danger, t. think you, of his knowing me? 
Hi. Not the leaft, in my Opinion: dn the firſt Place, | 
he confidently believes you are dead: Then he has not 


ſeen you thele eight or ten Years : This, with the Al- 


teration the Small pox have made you (tho* not for 
the worſe) I think, are ſufficient Diſguiſes to ſecure cu 
from his Know! edge. 


Am, Nay, and to this may add, the conſiderable 
Amendment of my Fortune ; for when he leit me, I had 
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only my bare Jointure for a Subſiſtence: Beſides my 
ſtrange Manner of receiving him —— 
Hil. That's what I wou'd fain be ended with. 
Am. I expect farther Inſtructions from Mr. Worthy 


every Moment ; then you ſhall know all, my Dear. 


Hil. Nay, he will do you no . Service: For a 
ack is the beſt Thief-catcher.. 


Enter a Serwant 4 Amanda. 


"How. Madam, your Servant is below, ho kope young 


Mr. Worthy's Man waits at your Lodgings with earneſt 


Buſineſs from his Maſter, 
Am, Tis well. — Come, my Dear, I muſt have your 


A ſliſtance too. 


Hil. With all my Heart: Methinks, you don) t look 
with a good Heart upon the Buſineſs, 
Am. I can't help a httle Concern in a Bußneſs of 


fuch Moment. For tho” my Reaſon tells me my De- 
ſign muſt proſper, yet my Fears ſay twere Happineſs 
Oh! to reclaim the Man I'm boend by 
Heaven to love, to expoſe the Folly of a roving Mind, 


in pleaſing him with what he ſeem'd to loath, were ſuch 


a ſweet Revenge for {lighted Love, ſo vaſt a Triumph of 


rewarded Conſtancy, as might perſuade the looſer Part 


: of Womankind ev'n to forſake themſclves, and fall in 


Love wich Virtue. 


Ne. enter the Servant to Hillaria, 


FO: Sir Novelty Faſhion is hs in bis Coach, Ma- 5 
dam, and enquires for your Ladyſhip, or Madam Na cif 


Hil. You know my Couſin it gone out with my Lady 


_ Tattle tongue: | hope you did not tell him I was within. 


Serv, No, Madam, I did not know if your Ladyſhip 


wou'd be ſpoke with, and therefore came to ſee. 


Hi. Fhen tell him I went with her. 
Serv. I ſhall, Madam. _ [Exit Servant. 
Hil. You muſt know, my Dear, I have ſent to that 


Fury, Mrs. Flareit, whom this Sir Novelty keeps, and 
dave Kong ner to lome N wich an Account of his 
Fallen ” 


. 
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paſſion for my Couſin : I ow'd him a Quarrel, for, that 


he made between Mr. Worthy and me, and | hope her 


Jealouſy will ſeverely revenge it; therefore I ſent my 


Couſin out of the Way, becauſe (unknown to her) her 

Name is at the Bottom of my Deſign.—Here he comes: 
Prithee, my Dear, let's go down the Back- ſtairs, and 
take Coach from the Garden. — 


Re eter the Servant, condu@irg Str Nove! ty 


Sir New. Both the Ladies abroad, ay you? I Sir 


William within ? 
Serv. Yes, Sit; if you pleaſe to walk In, ol acquaint” 


bim that you exped him here. 
Sir Now, Do to, prithee; — and in the mean time let 


me conſider what J have to ſay to him. — Hold—in the 
firſt Place, his Daughter is in Love with me. - Wou'd I 
marry her? No; Demn it, tis mechanical to marry the 

Woman you love; Men of Quality ſhould alway marry 
thole they never ſaw — But I hear Young Worthy marries 
her to-morrow ; which if I prevent nat, will ſpoil my 
Deſign upon her. Let me ſee 
perſuade the old Fellow, that I wou'd marry her myſelf; 


upon which he ummed-ately rejects Young Worthy, and 


gives me free Acceſs to her—Good—What follows upon 
that? Opportunity, Importunity, Reſiſtance, Force, En- 
treaty, Perſiſting — Doubting, Swearing, Lying, =—— 
Blues, Yielding, Victory, Fleaſure — - Indifference 8 
0 f here he comes 27 ; ordine ad 


Enter Sir William Wi iſewou'd. 


Sir Will, Sir Moves, your 82 rvant : Have you aux 
ene for me, Sir? 

Sir Nov. I have ſome Propoſals to make, Sir, con- 
cerning your Happineſs and my own, which, perhaps, 
will ſurprize you. Ina Word, Sir, 1am 1 upon. the very - 
; Brink of Matrimony, 


[Excunt Am. and Hil. 


I have It} 


"FL. Sir. 
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Sir Mil. 'Tis the beſt Thing you can purſue, Sir, 
conſidering you have a good Eftate. 
Sir Now, But whom do you think I intend to marry ? 
Sir Will. I can't imagine. Dear Sir, be brief, left 
your Delay tranſport me into a Crime I wou'd avoid, 
which 1s Impatience. Sir, pray go on. 
Sir Nov. In fine, Sir, tis to your very Daughter, the 
fair Narciſſa. 
Sir Mill. Humph—Pray, Sir, how Jong! have you had 
5 mis! in your Head? 
Sir Now. Above theſe two Hours, Sir. 
Sir Vill. Very good! then you ha'n't ſlept upon't! J 


Sir Now. No, nor ſhan't ſleep, for thinking on't. Did 


not ! tell you I wou'd ſurprize you ? 
Sir Will. Ol you have indeed, Sir: Jam amaz d! 1 
am amazed! 


Sir Nov. Well, Sir, and what think you of my Pro- 
poſal ? _ 


Sir al Why: troly; Sir, 1 like it not: but if H did, 


tis now too late; my Daughter is diſpos'd of to a Gen- 
tleman that ſhe and [ like very well: At preſent, Sir, I 

have a little Buſineſs : If thas be all, your humble Ser- 

vant, I am in Haſte. 

Sir Now. Demme, what an inſenſible Blockhead's this! 


Hold, Sir; D'ye hear? — Is this all the Acknowledg- _ [ 


ment you make, for the Honour ! defign'd you? 
Sir Mill. Why truly, Sir, *tis an Honour that I am not 
ambitious of: In plain Terms, I do not like you for a 
Son-in- law. 
Sir New. Now you ſpealk to the Parpole,* Sir: But 
Prithee, what are thy Exceptions to me? 
Sir Miil. Why, in the firſt Place, Sir, you have too 


great a Paſſion for your own Perſon, to have any for 


our Wife's : In the next Place, you take ſuch an ex- 


travagant Care in the Clothing your Body, that your 
Underſtanding goes naked for't: Had I a Son ſo dreis'd, 


I mould take the r to call bim an egregious 
Fop. 


Sir Nav. gad, thou art a comics) old Gentleman, 
and I il tell thee a Secret: Underſtand then, Sir, from 
me, that all young Fellow: hate the Name of Fop, as. 


Women 


hard a Matter for ſome Men to be Fops, as you call“ en, : 
as tis for ſome Women to be- Whores. 4 
Sir Wil. That's pleaſant, i'faith. Can't any Man be a 
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Women do the Name of Whore; but, 3 gad, they both 
love the Pleaſure of being ſo: Nay, faith, and 'tis as 


Fop, or any Woman be a Whore, that has a mind to't? 


Sir Now. No, faith, Sir ; for let me tell you, *tis not 

the Coldneſs of my Lady Freelowe's Inclination, but her 
Age and Wrinkles that won't let her cuckold her Huſ- 
band. And again, *tis not Sir Joh I os Averſion 


to Drefs ; but his want of a fertile Genius, that won't 


Play, where my chiefeſt Character ſhall be a dowwarig ht 
Engliſh Booby, that affects to be a Beau, without either 
Genius or foreign Education, and to call it, in Imitation 


let him took like a Gentleman: Therefore in Vindica- 


tion of all well-dreſs'd Gentlemen, I intend to write a 


of another famous Comedy, He Wou'd if be Cond: And 


now, I think, you are anſwer'd, Sir. Have you any 


Exceptions to my Birth or F amily, pray Sir ? 


Sir Wil. Yes, Sir, I have; you ſeem to be the Off. 
ſpring of more than one Man's Labour; for certainly no 
leſs than a Dancing, Singing, and Fencing-Maſter, with 
a, Taylor, Milliner, Perfumer, Peruke-Maker, and a 
French Valet de Chambre, cou'd be at the begetting of 


G. 
: Sir Now. All theſe have been at ihe finiſhing of me 
ſince was made. 

Sir Vil. That is, Heaven made you a Man, and they 
have made a Monſter of you : And {0 farewel to ye. 

| [1s going, 

Sir "99 Hark ye, Sir : Am I to expect no farther 
Satisfaction in the Propoſals I made you ? 

Sir l. Sir—nothing makes a Man Joſe himſelf like 


Paſſion: Now I preſume you are young, and conſequent- 
ly raſh upon a Diſappointment; therefore to preveut any 
Difference that may ariſe by repeating my Kkefuſal of 
your Suit, I do not think it convenient to hold any far- 

Z ther Diſcourſe with you. _ 
3 Now, Nay, faith, thou walt tay to hear a I tele 


re of my Mind firſt. 


"> Hi Wil. Since you preſs me, Sir, I will rather bear 
with, than rel You. 
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Sir Nov. I doubt, old Gentleman, you have ſuch 2 
Torrent of Philoſophy running thro” your e 


chat i it has waſh'd your Brains away. 
Sir Wil. Pray, Sir, why do you think ſo ? | 
Sir Now. Becauſe you chuſe a beggarly, unaccountable 
fort of a Younger brotheriſh Rake-hell for your Son-in- 
law, before a Man of Quality, Eſtate, good Parts and 
Breeding, Demme. 
Sir Wil. Truly, Sir, I know neither of the ben to 


whom theſe Characters belong; if you pleaſe to write 


weir Names under em, perhaps I may tell you if they 
be like or no. b 


Sir Now, Why then, in mort, I 0 have been your 
Son-in-law; and you, it ſeems, prefer Young Worthy be- 


fore me. Now are your Eyes open ? 


Sir Wil. Had I been blind, Sir, you might have been 


my Son-in-law ; and if you were not blind. you wou d 


not think that I deſign my Daughter for Zong or thy * 


His Brother, I think, may deſerve her. 


Sir Now, Then you are not jealous of 7 Dung Wor thy ? | 


Humh ! 
Sir Wil. No, really, Sir, nor of you neither. 
Sir Now. Give me thy Hand: Thou art very happy, 


ſtop my Vitals ! for thou do'ſt not ſee thou art blind — 


Bot Jealous of Young Worthy? Ha! Hal How now? 
Enter Sir Novelty: 5 Frotman, abi a Porter. 


Lv; Sir, here 34 Porter with a Letter for your Ho- 
'nour. = 
Porter. T was order'd to give it into your own Hand, 
Sir, and expect an Anſwer. _ 

Sir Now. reads. ] Excuſe, my dear Sir Novelty, the forc'd 


Indi ference I have ſhewn you, and let me recompence your 


paſi Sufferings with an Hour's Converſation, after the Play, 
at Rolamond's Pond, where you will ſind an hearty Nel— 
come to the Arms of your Narciflla——Unexpetted Hap- 


pineſs ! the Arms of your Narciſſa ! I'gad, and when I 
am there, I'll make mylelf welcome. Paith, I] did not 
think the was ſo far gone neither—But I don't queſtion, 
there are five hundred n more in her Condition.—l have : | 
00 | 
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good mind not to go, faith— Vet, hang it, I will too, 


only be reyeng'd of this old Fellow. Ne I'll have the 

| will give ber 
the Maſic, and draw all the Town to be Witneſs. of my 
Where is the Lady? [To the Porten. 
Porter. In a Hackney. Coach at the Corner of the 


Pleaſure of making it public too: For 


Street. 
Sir Nov. Enough; tell her I will certainly be there,— 
[Exit Porter.} Well, old Gentleman, then you are re- 


folv'd I ſhall be no kin to you ? Your es ors is diſ- | 
poſed of! Humh! | 
Sir Vil. You have your Wan Sir; ; you ſhall be no 
| kin to me. 


Sir Nov. Farewel; old Philoſophy: Aud (ye hear ?) 


IT wou'd adviſe you to ſtudy nothing but the Art of Pa- 
tience; you may have an unexpected Occafion for it. 


Hark you; wou'd it not nettle you Lendl, to hear 


my Son cal! you Grandfather ? 
Sir Wil. Sir—notwithſtanding this provocation, Iam 
calm; but were J like other Men, a Slave to Paſſion, 1 
ſhou'd not forbear 1 you Imperrinent. How [ ſwell 
with rifing Vexation ! 
£0, get you out of my Th, [ Hogrite. - 
Sir Now. Oh! have a Care of Paſſion, dear ERS: | 
Ha! hal ha! ha! 


Leave me, leave me; go, Sir, 


Sir Wil. So! FSrobing.] At laſt 1 have conquer'd it: 


Pray, Sir, oblige me with your Abſence, [taking off his 
Hat. ] 1 proteſt 1 am tired with you; pray leave mR 
Houſe.  [Submifſieely, 
 : New. Demn your Houſe, your Family, your An- 
ceftors your Generation, and your eternal Poſterity.[ Fxze, 


Sir Wil. Ah! a fair Riddance. How I bieſs myſelf, 


that it was not in this FooPs Power to provoke me be- 
'yond that Serenity of Temper which a wiſe Man ought 
to be Maſter of! How near are Men to Brutes, when _ 
their unruly Paſiions break the Bounds of Reaſon? And 
of all Paſſions, Anger is the moſt violent; which often 
Puts me in mind of that admirable Saying, | 


- He that et i not to flem his Anger? 5 Tide, 
Dees 4 vil Lorie without a Bridle ride. 
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The SC ENE changes to St. e Park. 


Eau Voung Worthy and Loveleſs, as from the T, avern ; 


Snap following, 


Y. War. What a ſweet Evening tis !- 
Nea, let's walk a little 


Look how joviegly the Trees 


are join'd, fince thou wert here, as if Nature had de- x 
ſign'd this Walk for the private Shelter of forbidden | _ 
But look out Ned, there's the Enemy be- 


Love- 
fore you ! 


Love. Why then, | as Ca- ſaid, Come follow me. 


Exit Loveleſs. 


e Wer. 1. hope tis his Wiſe, whom ] defir'd to meet 
Mme ere 22 88 


E. nter Mrs. Flareit and ber - Maid. 


Ma. 1 3 Madam. Sir N. ovelty don t come yet: 


1 am ſo afraid he ſhou'd ſee ee, and find out the i 


Trick of your Letter. 


Fla. No, no: Narciſſa is out of the Way: 1 am ſure 
he won't be long; for 1 heard the Hautboys, as they 
_ paſs'd by me, mention his Name: I ſuppoſe, to make 


the Intrigve more ſaſhionable, he intends to give me 
the Mukr. | 


Ma. Suppoſe he take you for Narcifſa, what Advan- 


tage do you propoie by it? 


Fla. I ſhall then ns a juſt Occaſion to quarrel with 
him for bis Periidiouſneſs, and fo force his Pocket to 


make his Peace with me: Beſide, my Joutouly will not 
| let me reſt u ] am reveng'd. 


Ma. Jealcuſy ! why, [ have often heard you ſay, you 


Toath'd him. 
Fla. "Tis my Pride, not Love, that makes me jealous: 


For, tho” I don't love him, yet 1 am incene'd to think 


he dares love another. 


Ma, See, Madam, here he is, 1 [the blu with 


him. 
Fla. Put on your Maſk, and leave 1 me. L* maſh, 


£ nter 


Prithee, 


wa 


Sen. 
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Foie Sir Novelty with the Mi Ce 


Sir Nov. Here, Gentlemen, place yourſelves on n this 
Spot, and pray oblige me with a Trumpet Sonata 
This taking a Man at his firſt Word, is a very new way 
of preſerving Reputation, ſtop my Vitals 

ſecure one too; for now may we enjoy and grow weary 


he- 
| Contents of this Letter. 


knowledgment ; if you pleaſe to withdraw to a more 
private Conveniency, _ [ Exeunt. 


E et about its 
Y. Worthy ; at another, Loveleſs and Snap, wha 
talk to the Maſs. 
wards? It begins to be dark. 
enough to hear the Muſic, I'II warrant ye. 


Am. Mr. Worthy, you promis'd me a Light I long for: i 
Is Mr. Loveleſs among all thoſe ? 


Lady. 


pinching Poverty? Pray, Sir, your Hand; — I find 
myſelf diforder'd. It troubles me to think J Gare not 
ſpeak to him after ſo long a Separation. 


me beg you to have a little N Give me Leave, 
Madam, to ſee you to your Coach. No = 
I An. 


— — — — — — 


-nay, and a 
of one another, before the Town can take any Notice of 
us. [Flareit making towards him.] Ha! this muſt be 
[ ſuppole, Madam, you are no Sanger to the 


Fia. Dear Sir, this Place 1s too ; public for my Ac- 
_ [The Muſic prepares to Mi and all * of . 


e at one 4 Nar. Hil. Am. Bl. Worthy, and 


. What ſay you, Ladies, mall we walk home- : 


Y. Wer. Prithee don't be ſo impatient, it's light 


F. Mor. That's he, Madam, ſurveying that maſk'd - 


Am, Ha! 15 t poſlible ? Methinks 1 read his Vices in 
his Perſon, Can he be inſenſible, ev'n to the Smart of 


IT. Wir, Madam, your ſtaying here may be dangerous, 2 

therefore let me adviſe you to go home, and get ali things . 

in order to receive him: About an Hour hence will be a 
convenient Time to ſet my Defign a going; till then, let 
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Am. T'll not trouble you, Sir; yonder's my Coufin 
Wellbred, I'll beg his Protection. Exit. 
| | [The Mufic plays; after aubich Nar. ſpeaks. 


Narr. Come, Coutin, now let's ice what Monſters the 
| next Walk iforde; 


El. Wir, With all my Heart; tis in our way 1 


Y. Wor. Ladies, I muſt beg your Pardon for a Mo- 


ment; yonder comes one I have a little Buſineſs with, 
Il diſpatch i it immediately, and follow you, 
Hil, No, no; we'll ſtay for you. 


Nar. You may, if you pleaſe, Couſin ; but, I ſuppole, 1 


he will hardly thank you for't. 

Hill. What, then you conclude ' tis a Woman's Buſineſs, 
by his promiſing a quick Diſpatch ? | 
T. Wor. Madam in three Minutes you ſhall know the 
Buſineſs: If it diſpleaſe you, condemn me to an Sternal 
Abſen ee 
El. Wer. Come, Madam, let me be his Security, 


Wag ca take your Word, Sir = 
[. Execunt El. Wor. Hil. and Na ar. 


Enter shy, Servant to Young Worthy. 


Y. Wer. Well, how goes Matters ? Is ſhe in Readi- | 


neſs to receive bim ? 
Sly. Toa Hair, Sir; every übt has his Cue, and 
all are impatient till the Comedy begins. 

Z. Wor. Stand aſide a little, and let us watch our Op- 
portunity. 

Snap. (to a Maſt) Enquire about hatf an n Hour hence 
for Number Jap, at the Gridiron, _ 

Maſe. To-morrow with all my Heart, but to- made I 


am engaged to the e of Colonel Thunder s Re- 


giment. 

naß. What, will you leave me for a Mutton er ? 
for that's all he'll give you, I'm ſure. 
Map. You are miſtaken, faith, he keeps 1 me. 


Snap. Not to himſelf, FIl engage him: Yet he may 
Hark you, 


too, if nobody likes you better than I do. 
Child; prithee, when was your Smock waſh'd ? 


| Maſe. Why, doſt thou pretend to freſh Linen, that 


Sa Er 
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never wore a clean Shirt but of thy Mother' s Own waſh- 


ing?! | Ante peed him, 
Lowe. What, no Advent re, no Game, Sump? | 
þ Snap. None, none, Sir; I can't prevail with any, from 
| the Point Head-Cloaths to the Horte- Guard Whore, 


Lowe. What a Pox |! lure the Whor es can 't {mel] an 


1 empty Pocket? 


Snap. No, no, that's certain, dir, ney mul ſee i it in 
our Faces. 

Sh. (to Love lis.) My dear Boy, how is't ? r gad, I am 
glad thou art come to Town: My Lady expected you 
above an Hour ago, and I am overj- y'd1l have found 
thee : Come, come, come along, ſhe's 8 Impatient till ſhe 5 
ſees you. 

: Snap. Odſbud, Sir, ful ow him, he takes you for ano- 
ther. 

Love. I' oat. it 105 1 with the Face of an motrigue— 
I'll humour him Mell, what, ſhall we go now? 
| Sly. Odſheatt, the longs to ſee thee ; 2nd the is a curi- 

ous fine Creatnie, ye Rogue! ſuch Eyes! ſuch Lips !— 
and ſuch a Tongue between em! ah, the Tip of it will 

ſet a Man's Sou! on fire! - : 
Lowe. The Regue makes me . 22 

Sly. Come, come, the Key, the Key, the Key, you 
dear Rogue; 

Snap. O Lord ! the Ke ey, the Key, [Afide. 
Lobe. The Key! Why: . ih— ſhou'd yo 
0 you have it? 
| Shy. Ay, ay, quickly give's it? 
Love. Why—-what the Devil— ſure I ha'n't loſt it ;—= 
Ohl no Gad, it is not there; What ſhall we do ? | 
Sh. Oons, ne'er ſtand fumbling ; 3 if you haye loſt it 
we muſt ſhoot the Lock, 'I-think.. 

| Lowe. I'gad, and ſo we mult, for I ha'n t it. 

Sly. Come, come along, follow me. 

Love. Snap, ſtand by me, you Dog. 

Snap. Ay, ay, Sir. [Exeunt Sly, Love. = Snap. 

Y. Ver. Ha! ha! the Rogue manag'd him moſt dex- 
tercuſly. How greedily ke chopt at the Bait. What the 
Event will be, Heaven knows; but thus far tis pleaſant ; 
and lince he 1s late, 111 venture to divert my Company 
with 


44 Love's Loft Shift; or, 
with the Story. Poor Amanda, thou well deſerv'ft a 
better Huſband : Thou wer't never wanting in thy Eu- 


deavours to reclaim him: And faith, cOnueeruy how | 


long a 8 has worn thee, 


*Tavere pity n no th by Hepes Ges? 4 not forced 
7 His ut co W is Love's Laſt Shift indeed. 


S8 o S8 | 


1 Tv. 
2 be 8 C E N E continues. 


1.5 E. worry. * Worthy, Hillaria, and Narciſſa. 


Elder WORTHY. 


* W E . E L * Ladies, I believe tis time for us ; to 
W be walking, | 

4 Hill, Ns, pray let me engage you to ſtay 

Mugs a little longer: Yonder comes Sir Novelty 

and his Miſtreſs, in purſuance of the Deſign 

F told you of; pray have a little Patience, and you will 
ſee the Effects on't. 

EI. Wor, With all my Heart, Madam. (Tor fend ae. 


- Pads Sip Novelty, em: bracing Flareit, maj d. 


Sir Now. 88 Creature! this is an unexampled 

| Condeſcenſion, to meet my Paſſion with ſuch early Kind- 

neſs. Thus let me pay my ſoft Acknowledgments. 

[ Ki/jes her Hand. 

Hil. You muſt know he has miſtaken her for another. 
Fla. For Heav'n ſake let me go; if Hillaria ſhou'd 

be at home before me, I am ruin'd for ever, 

Nuar. Hillarial what does ſhe mean? 


Sir Now. Narciſſa's Reputation ſhall be ever ſafe, while 1 | 


wy Lite and Fortune can Protect it. 


Nar. 


1 


V. 


The Fool in Faſhion. „ 
Nar. O Gad, let me go; does the impudent Creature 


take my Name upon her —I'I pull of her Headeloaths. 
H.. O! fie! Couſin, what an ungenteel Revenge 


5 wou'd that be ! Have a little Patience. 


Nar. Oh! I am in a Flame. 
Fla. But will yo: 1 never ſee chat common Creature 


Flareit, more? 


Sir Now. Never, never, feed on fach homely Fare, 
after ſo rich a Banguet. | | 

Fla. Nay, but yoa muſt hate le too. 3 

Sir Now. That I did long ago. I am iaform'd he 
keeps a Fellow under my Noſe, and for that reaſon ! 


| would not make the Settlement I lately gave her ſome 


hopes of : But e'en let her pleaſe herſelf, for now Iam 


wholly yours. 
Fla. Oh, now you charm me! But will you love me 


ever? 
Sir * will you be ever kind? 
Fla. Be ſure you never ice Flareit more. 


Sir Now, When 1 do, may chis loft Hand revenge my 8 


Perjury. 

Fla. 80 it hall, Vi! RAED | 
LS Frey on a Bex c on the Ear, and unmaſſs. 
8 Ha, ha, SI | 

Sir Nev. Flareit : 100 Devil! 

Fla. What, will nothing but a Maid go. down with 
you, thou miſerable conceited Wretch? — Poh, I'm a 
homely Puſs ! a Strumpet not worth your Notice | Devil, 
I'll be reveng'd. 8 

Sir Nov. Damn your Berens I'm fare I feel it. 

: | [Holding his Cheer. 
Ner. Really, Sir Now, J am oblig'd to you for 


your kind Thoughts of me, and your exiraorCinary 8 


of my Reputation. 
 SirNow. *Sdeath; ſhe's here! Expos'd to half the Town! 


— Well, I muſt! brazen it out however. [17 alls unconcern d. | 


Fla. What, no Pretence ? no Evafi. on now? 
Sir Mow. There's no occaſion for any, Madam. 


Fla. Come, come, ſwear you knew me all this While. 
55 New. No,! faith, adam, I did not know you: For if 
Tha d. you wou'd not nave found me ſo furious a Lover. 


Via. 
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20 Love's. Laſt Shift ; or, 
Fla. Furies and Hell! dares the Monſter own his 


| Guilt? This is beyond all Sufferance. Thou Wretch ! 
thou Thing ! thou Animal! that I (to the everlaſting }F 


Forfeiture of my Senſe and Underſtanding) have made 
a Man. For till thou kneweſt me, 'twas doubted if 
thou wert of human kind: And doſt thou think I'll ſuf- 


fer ſuch a Worm as thee to turn againſt me? No! when 


I do, may I be curs'd to thy Embraces all wy Hebes 
and never know a Joy beyond thee, 
Sir Now, Wh—wh—wh— what will your Ladyſhip* s 


| Fury do, Madam? (LSuiling. 


Fla. Only change my Lodging, Sir. 


Sir Now. I ſhall keep mine, Madam, that you may 


know where to find me when your Fury is over. You 
ſee I am g0od-natur'd. [Walks Ly her. 


Fla. This Bravery's affecled: I know he loves me: 


and P11 pierce him to the Quick: I have yet a ſurer way 

to fool him. (Ale. 
Hill. Methinks the Knight bears it bravely. 

Nar. I proteſt the Lady weeps. 

Y. Mor. She knows what ſhe does, I'll w arrant you. 


Fla. [ With Tears in her Eyes. Now, Woman. [ 4fide. ] 


Rs Newelty, pray, Sir, let me ſpeak with you. | 
Sir Nov. Ay, Madam. 


Fla. Before we part (for I find 1 have nor lr | 


. loſt your Love) let me beg of you, that from this Hour, 


you ne'er will ſee me more, or make any new Attempts. 
to deceive my eaſy Temper: For I find my Nature's 


ſuch, I ſhall believe you, tho to my utcer Ruin. 
Sir Nov. Pray Heav'n ſhe be in earneſt, —[Afide. 
Fla. One thing more, Sir: Since our firſt Acquaintance, 
you have receiv'd ſeveral Letters tiom me; I hope you 
will be ſo much a Gentleman as to let me have em again: 


Thoſe I have of yours ſhall be return d to-morrow Mon- 


ing. And now, Sir, wiſhing you as moch Happineſs in 
her you love, as you once pretended | cou'd give you.— 


I take of you my everluſling Leave. — Farewell, aud may 


Jour next Miſtreſs love you till T hate you, [ going. 


Sir Now. So, now mult I ſeem to perſuade her. { 27d. ] | 
| Nay, prithee, my Pear! why do you Hruggle lo? 


Whither weu'd you go ? 


Fla, 


| © ©» Op ANN 


= 
pon) 
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1 


3 
; 


Ty 


[ Leaves ber) and a happy ans ſtop my Vitals, 


Oh! I cou'd tear my Fleſh, ſtab every Feature in this 
Damn him, I loath him too : But ſhall my Pride now fall 


No, my very Soul's on fire; and nothing but the Vil- 


Blood, his Blood. ED. 


5 Opportunity to leave her : But faith, I had always mote 
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Fla, Pray, Sir, give me leave to Path, I can' t bear to 
ſtay Ye [Going 
Sir Nev. What i5't that frightens you ? 5 
Fla. Your ba barous Uſage : Pray let me go. 
Sir Nov. Nay, if you are reſolv'd, Madam, I won't 
preſs you againſt your Will. Your humble Servant, 


[Flareit 4004s back. 
Fla. wh not move to call me back ! ſo unconcern'd 


dull decaying Face, that wants a Charm to hold him. 
from ſuch an height, and bear the Torture unreveng'd ? 


lain s Blood ſhall quench it. Devil, have at thee. = 
 [Snatches V. Worthy's 8 Word, and runs at bin. | 
bs Mor. Have a Care, Sir. . 
Sir Nov. Let her alone, Gentlemen, ION warrant you, 
[ [ Draxvs, and flands upon his Guard, _ 
rv. Worthy takes the Sword from her, and holds ber, U: 
"Fla. Prevented ! Oh, I ſhall choke with boiling Gall. M 
Oh! oh! humh! Let me go; I'll bave his Blood, his Ds 8 


Sir Naw, Let her come, let ber come, 1 

Fla. Death and Vengeance ! am I become his Sport! Ag 1 
He's pleas'd, and {miles to ſee me rage the more; but he 1 0 | 
ſhall find no Fiend in Hell can match the Fury al "Po 5 
appointed Woman.—Scorn'd ! ſhghted : diſmiſs'd with 
out a parting Pang! O torturing Fhooght | ! May all the 
Racks Mankind e'er gave our eaſy Sex, neglected Love, 1 
decaying Beauty, and all the Dotage of undone Deſire x 
light on me, if e'er I ceaſe to be the eternal Plague of 
his remaining Life, nay, after Death ; 

When his black Soul lies howling tn Deſpair, | 


Cl prongs to Hell, and be his Torment there, Exit. by 
El. Wor. Sure, Sir Nowelty, you never loy'd this La- 4 
dy, if you are fo indifferent at parting. _ 7 R 


Sir Now. Why, faith, Jam, to tell you ko Truth, = 
her Jealouſy has been ſo troubleſome and ſo expenſive to 44 
me of late, that | have theſe three Months ſought an 43 


re ipet to my Lite, than! to let her know it before. 2} 1 | 


48 Love's Loft Shift; or, 
Hil. Methinks, Sir Newelty, you had very little re- 
ſpect to her Life when you drew upon her. 


Sir Nov. Why, what wou'd you have had me fone; | 


Madam, complimented her with my naked Boſom ? No, 
no. Look ye, Madam, if ſhe had made any Advances, I 
cou'd have diſarm'd her in Second at the very firſt Paſs, 

E hut come, Ladies, as we walk, I'll beg your Judgments 
in a particular nice Fancy, that I intend to appear in the 
very firſt Week the Court is quite out of Mourning. 


El. Mor. With all wy Heart, Sir Novelty, [Exeunt, 


The SCENE Amands's Houſe. 


Enter Loveleſs conducted by Sly, Snap fealing after him. 


Lowe. Where the Devil witl this Fellow lead me. 1 


Nothing but Silence and Darkneſs !—Sure the Houſe is 


| haunted, and he e me to face the * at his 5 


wonted Hour. 
| Sly, There, there; 
: Gown, and refreſh eure, In the mean time, I'll ac- 


quaint my Lady that you are here. | (Exit, 
Love. Snap! | 
d. Ay, ay, Sir, 111 warrant you. [ Exonrt, 


T he SCENE changes to an Anti- chamber 


4 Table and a Light. 


They re-enter. 


Live. Ha! what ſweet Leit are here! Where 
can this, End? 

Snap. I gad, Sir, I long to know — Pray Heav'n we 
are not deluded hither to be ſtarv'd.— Methinks, I wiſh 
J had brought the Remnants of my Dinner with me. 
Love. Hark! I hear ſomebody coming: Aide your- 


ſelf, Raſcal; | wou'd not have you feen. 


Bnap. Well, Sir, I'll line this Trench, in caſe of your 83 


being 1 in danger. OO [Gets under the Table, 
| | | Enter 


in, in——Slip on your Night. | 
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myſel 


8 the has got looſe from her Relations ; 
ways teazing her about you : But ſhe dekies? em all now. 


The Fool in Faſhion: 49 


Ent ler Servants wwith a + appr 3 : after them a ; Man and 


"0mMan., 


Live: Ha 1 a Supper! ! Heaven head it be no Viſion. 


1 If the Meat be real, I ſhall believe the Lady may prove 
Fleſh and Blood—Now am I damnably puzzled to know | 
whether this be ſhe or not. Madam —— 


[ Bows. 
mom. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon for a Moment. 
Lowe. Humph, her Lady! Good. 


Mom. She's unfortunately detain'd by ſows Female 


Z Viſitors, which ſhe will diſpatch with all the Haſte | 
imaginable: In the mean time be pleas'd to refreſh 
yourſelf with what the Houſe Oe" "Iva Sit, Bit. - 


down. 


Lowe. Not alone; Madam, you muſt bear me Com- 
pany. 

72 9 Mom. To oblige you, Sir, I'II exceed my Commiou, : 
Snap. [under the Table.) Was there ever ſo unfortunate 
a — ? What the Devil put it into my Head to hide 
i? before Supper? Why this is worſe than being 
lock'd into a Cloſet while another Man's a-bed with 
my Wife, I ſuppoſe my Maſter will take as much Care 
of me too, as I ſhould of him, if I were in his Place. 
Mom. Sir, my humble Service to you. [Drinks, 


Lowe. Madam, your humble Servant: I'll pledge you. 


Snap, when there's any Danger, I'll call you: In the 
mean time lie ſtill, d'ye hear. [Aide to Snap. 
Snap. Pgad, I'll ſhift for myſelf then. [Snatches a Flaſe 

unſeen.] So, now I am arm'd, Defiance to all Danger. 


Lowe. Madam, your Lady's Health, 


Snap. Ay, ay, let it $0 round, I ſay. | [Drinks : 


Mom. Well, really, Sir, my Lady s very happy that 
for they were al- 


— Come, Sir, Succeſs to both your Wiſhes. [ Drinks. 


Love. Give me aGlaſ:: Methinks this Health in- 
ſpires me. My Heart grows lighter for the Weight of 


Wine. — Here, e eee do the Man that 
ventulbe 10 to 1 her | 


Mom. 
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8 Love's Loft Shift ;, or, 


nom. What think you of a Song to ſupport this 
_ Gaiety? 


Love With all oy Heart, 
4 Song bere. 


Love. You have oblig'd me, Madam. Tad, I like 
this Girl: She takes off her Glaſs ſo feelingly, I am balf 
perſuaded ſhe's of a thirſty Love: If her Lady don't 


make a little Haſte, 1 find I ſhall preſent 19 humble 


| Service to Rer. | | [46 de. 


ZE nter 4 $ ervant > who whiſpers Amanda' s Woman, 


_ Sir, 1 atk your Pardon : My Lady has ſome 
Command for me; 1 will return immediately. 

Lowe. Your Servant - Methinke this i is a very new 

Method of Intriguing. 

Snap. Pray Heaven it be x new ! for the old Way com- 


monly ended in a good Beating : But a Pox of Danger, | 


1 ſay, and ſo here's good Luck to you, Sir. 


Love, Take heed, , you don't get drunk, and 


_ diſcover yourſelf. 


© Snap. It mult be with a freſh Flaſk then ; for this is 
expir'd, Supernaculum. 


Lowe. Lie cloſe, you Dog ; ; T hear Tomebody coming ; 
J am impatient till I ſee this Creature. This Wine has 


arm'd me againſt all Thoughts of Danger. Pray Heav'n 


| ſhe be young, for then ſhe can't want Beauty. Ha! here 


ſne comes. Now, en nee, aſſiſt me. 


Eater Amanda looſely ab. 


Am. Where” s my Love? ? ©, let me fly into o his Arms, 


and live for ever there. 


Lowe. My Life ! my Soul! (Runs and 3 her.) 
By Heav'n a tempting Creature! Melting, ſoft and 
| is Jes er Hand. E 


EF 


WACIN,———A8 my Deine 


2 be Fool in ; Faſhion. | 81 


6 Look up, my Lord, and bleſs me with a tender 
Look ; and let my talking Eyes inform thee how I have 
languiſhed for thy Abſence. 


Love. Let's retire, and chaſe away our fleeting Cares 


YL with the Raptures of untir'd Love. 
Am. Bleſs me] your Voice is frangely 0 141 
defend me! Who's this? Help! help! within there! 


Lowe. So! I am diſcover'd. A Pox on my Tatling 


that I could not hold my Tongue till! gor to her beds 


chamber. 1 


E aber $1 y, and other Servants, 


. Sh. Did + your Ladyſhip call Help, Madam? What 5 
| the Matter? - 7 
Am. Villain! Slave! who's this? What Ruffian have 25 


you brought here! — "vb I'll have you murder d. 


[Sly hooks in his Face. 


y. Bleſs mel O Lord! Dear Madam, I beg your 


\ Pardon: As J hope to be ſav'd, Madam, tis a Miſtake: 


£ I took him for Mr. 


Am, Be dumb, eternal Blockhead 1 Here take this 


Fellow, toſs him in a Blanket, and let him be turn d 


| out of my Doors immediately. 
S5. O pray; dear Madam; ſor Heaven' 5 fake; 1 am 


a ruin'd Man 


Snap. Ah! Snap, what will become of thee ? Thou 
art fall'n into the Hand of a Tygreſs that has loſt her 
Whelp. I have no Hopes, but in my Maſter's Impu- 


dence : Heaven ſtrengthen it. 


An. Ill hear no more; away with him. TR the 
'B d with Sly.) Now, Sir, for you : T expected — 


Love. A Man, Madam, did you not? 


Am, Not a Stranger, Sir; but one that has a Right 
and Title to that Welcome, which by Miſtake has been 


given to you. 


Lowe. Not an Huſband, 1 preſome: e Wenne not 
have been ſo privately conducted to your Cha 8 and : 


in the Dark too. 
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Am. Whoever it was, Sir, is not your Buſineſs to ex- 


amine: But, if you wou'd have civil Uſage, pray be 
gone. 3 


can be no Danger in ſo fair a Creature. 
An. I doubt you are mad, Sir. 


Love. While my Senſes have ſuch luſcious Food be- 
fore em, no Wonder if they ate in ſome Confuſion, 


each ſtriving to be foremoſt at the Banquet; and ſure 
my greedy Eyes will ſtarve the reſt. [ Approaching her, 


Am. Pray Sir, keep your Diſtance, leſt your Feeling | 


too be gratify'd. 


| Snap. O Lord! wou'd I were a hundred Leagues off 


77% I LTIvD © RE 
Lowe. Then briefly thus, Madam: Know, I like and 
love you: Now, if you have ſo much Generoſity as to 
let me know what Title my pretended Rival has to your 
| Perſon, or your Inclinations ; perhaps the little Hopes I 
then may have of ſupplanting him, may make me leave 


your Houſe: If not, my Love ſhall ſtill purſue you, tho? 1 
to the Hazard of my Life; which I ſhall not eaſily reſign, 


While this Sword can guard it. 


Am. Oh, were this Courage ſhewn but in a better 
Cauſe, how worthy were the Man that own'd it! 
 [4/az.] What is it, Sir, that you purpoſe, by this un- 


neceſſary Trifling ? Know then, that I did expect a 


Lover! a Man perhaps more brave than you: One, that 


if preſent, wou'd have given you a ſhorter Anſwer 
to your Queſtion. 8 5 

Lowe. I am glad to hear he's brave, however: It be- 
trays no Weakneſs in your Choice. But if you'd ſtill 


preſerve or raiſe the Joys of Love, remove him from 


your Thoughts a Moment, and in his Room receive a 
warmer Heart; a Heart which muſt admire you more 
than he, becauſe my Paſſion's of a freſher: Date. 
An. Whatd'ye take me for? wo | 


Lowe. A Woman, and the moſt charming of your Sex: 


One, whoſe pointed Eyes declare you form'd for Love. 


Dome, now pull away your Hand, to make me hold it F 


Am. 


fader. 


* Love. To be uſed civilly, I muſt ſtay, Madam : There oy | 


FK 


d & Lo ous f 


The Fool in Faſhion, | „„ 


Am. Pray, Sir, forbear. 


Lowe. How can I, when my Deſire s ſo Walen ! Oh, 


let me ſnatch the roſy Dew from thoſe diſtilling Lips ; 


and as you ſee your Power to charm, ſo chide me with | 
your Pity, Why do you thus cruelly turn away your 


Face? I own the Bleſſing's worth an Age 's Expectation ; 3 


but if refuſed till merited, 'tis eſteemed a Debt. Wou'd 


you oblige your Lover, let looſe your early Kind- 


neſs. 

Am. 1 mall not take your Counſel,” Sir, while I know 
a Woman's early Kindneſs is as little Sign of her Gene- 
rofity, as her Generoſity is a Sign of her Diſcretion : 
Nor wou'd J have you believe I am ſo ill provided for, 


that I need liſten to any Man's firſt Addreſſes. 


Lowe. Why, Madam, wou'd you not drink the ürlt 


time you had a "Thirſt? 


Am. Ves; but not before I 1 
Lowe, If you can't drink, yet you may kiſs the Cup; 3 


F and that may give you Inclination. 


Am. Your Pardon, Sir; I drink out of nobody? 8 Glaſs 


but my own: As the Man I love ne himſelf to me. 


ſo my Inclination keeps me true to him. 
Lowe. That's a Cheat impoſed upon you by your own 


Vanity: For when your Back's turn'd, your very Cham 


ber-maid ſips of your Leavings, and becomes your Rival. 
Conſtancy in Love is all a Cheat! Women of your Un- 


derſtanding know it. The Joys of Love are only great 


when they are new; and to make em laſting, we muſt. 


Z often change. 


Am. Suppoſe 'twere a freſh Lover I now expected. 
Lowe. Why then, Madam, your Expectation's an- 


| ſwerd. For L muſt confeſs, I don't take you for an old 


Acquaintance, tho' ſomewhere I have ſeen a Face not 


much unlike you. Come, every Thing pleads for me ; 
your Beauty, Wit, Time, Place, Oppor tunity, and bas d | 
own Excels of burning Paſſion. 


Am. Stand off, diſtant as the Globes of Heav' n ad | 


(Rams into his Arms, 


| Earth, that like a falling Star I may ſhoot with greater 
: Force into your Arms, and think it Heav'n to lie ex- 
piring there. 


C73 | Love. | 
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54 Lovz's Laſt Shift ; or, 
Love. Thou ſweeteſt, ſofteſt Creature Heav'm &er 
 form'd ! Oh | lead me to the Scene of unſupportable 


Delight; rack me with Pleaſures never known before: 
This Night let us be laviſh to our unbounded Wiſhes. 


| Gize all our Stack at once to raiſe the Fire, 


And revel to the Height of looje Deſire. [Exeunt, i 


Fraß. Ah! Rogue, the Day's our own. 
Mom. Ah! what an happy Creature's my Lady now! 


There's many an unſatis fy'd Wife about Town wou'd be 0 


glad to have her Huſband as wicked as my Maſter, upon 
the ſame Terms my Lady has him. Well now ſhan't 
I take one Wink of Sleep, for thinking how they'll 


_ employ their Time to-night — Faith I muſt liſten, if! . 


were to be hang'd for't. [Liens at the Door. 
Snap. So! my Maſter's provided for, therefore it's 
Time for me to take Care of myſelf: I have no Mind to 


de lock'd out of my Lodgings; I fancy there's Room 
for two in the Maid's Bed, as well as my Lady's — | 
This ſame Flaſk was plaguy ſtrong Wine: — I find 
1 ſhall ſtorm, if ſhe don't ſurrender. ſairly. BY: your 


Leave, Damſel. 5 

Mom. Bleſs . who's this? > 0 Lord } what wou'd 
you have? who are you! 
Spaß. One that has a Right and Title to your Body: ; 
my Maſter ton already taken Poſſeſſion of your 
Lady's. : © 

mam. Let me go, or I'll cry out. 


Snap. Ve lye; ye dare not difturb your TR But E 


rhe better to iecure you, thus I ſtop your Mouth. = 
[Krffes her. 
Hum. Humph ! —Lord bleſs me! is the Devil? in 10 ; 
tearing one's Things? 
Snap. Then ſhew me your Bed- chamber. 
om. The Devil ſhall have you firſt. 
| Snap. A' ſhall have both together then! Here will 1 


: fix, (takes her about the Neck) juſt in this Poſture till to- | 5 


morrow Morning. In the mean time, when you find 
your Inclinations ſtirring, prithee give me a Call, for at 


1 preſent Jam very . 0 (Seems to fleep. 


11. . 


SS 
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Mom. Foh | how he flinks. Ah! what a Whiff was 
there! The Rogue's as drunk as a Sailor with a Twelve 
month's Arrears in his Pocket. I'll ha' nothing to ſay 
to him. — Let me ſee, how ſhall I get rid of him? Ol 
I have it — I'll ſoon make him ſober, I'll warrant him. 
Soho, —Mr, What-d FEE we where do you intend to 
lie to-night ? 


Snap. Humb—why, where you lay laſt Night, unleſs : 


you change your Lodging. 


WWom. Well, for once I'll take Pity of you : . no 
Neoiſe, but put out the Candles, and follow me ſoftly, 
| for fear of diſturbing my Lady. 

Snap. I'll warrant ye, there's no fear of ſpoiling her 
Malie, while we are playing the fame. 


: 7 be 8 CE N E changes to 4 dark Envy, and : 


29 Fe-enter. 


Mw Where are you ? Lend me your Hand. 


Snap. Here, ders make haſte, my dear Concu- 
piſcence. 
Waom. Hold ; and there a bitle, a hile I open the. 
, Door gently, without waking the Footman. | 


; [She feels about, and opens a Trap- door. 
Wam. Come along ſoftly this Way. 5 
Snap. Whereabouts are you? 


Vom. Here, here, come ſtrait forward.” 


. [He goes forward, and falls into the Cellar. 
Snap. O Lord! 0 Lord! I have broke my Neck 
8 Mom. I am glad to hear him ſay ſo however, I ſhould 
be loth to be hang'd for him. How d'ye, Sir? 


Snap. D'ye, Sir! Lam a League under Ground. 
Vom. Whereabouts are your” 


Snap. In Hell, I think. 


Mom. No, no; you're but in the Road to it, 1 dare 
ſay. Ah, dear! why will you follow lewd Women at 
this rate, when they lead you to the very Gulph of 


Dieſtruction? I knew you wou'd be ane up at laſt. I 
. Ha, ha, ha, de 


| © 4 . Snap. 
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56 Lo vi- 8 Toft Shift , or, 


Snap. Ab, ye ſneering Whore! _ 
Yom. Shall I fetch you a Prayer Book, Sir, to arm 
you againlt the Temptations of the Fleſh ? | 
Snap. No! you need but ſhew your 0 ugly 
Face, to do that. Hark ye, either help me out, or 
PI LG myſelf, and ſwear you murder'd me. 


Wim, Nay, if you are ſo Earn, good Night 


to ye, Sir. 


- 1 he offers to ſput the Door over zin, and he catches 


hold on her. 


Szap. Ab, ah, ah! have I caught you ? T gad we' 11 


pig together now. 

Vom. O Lord! pray let me go, and Il do any 
Thing. 
Snap. And ſo ye ſhall before I Part with you, 


[ Pulls her in to bim. — 


And now, Maſter, my kumble Service to you. 
| L920 pulls the Door over them, 


* * . * „ . a, * 4. vo 91 L = 
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ACT WF, 


SCENE, Sr Will, Wiſewoods Houſe 
rer El. W orthy, þ Worthy, and a Lawyer avith A 


UNS. 
Elder Wo RTHY-. 


KY R E the Ladies ready 7 


J. Wor. Hillaria1s juſt gone up to haften 
her Coufin, and Sir William will be here 


immediately. 85 
Io. El. Wor. But hark you, Brother; 5 have | 


1 of it, and pray let me oblige you not to pur- 
tue your Deſign on his five thouſand Pounds: for in ſhort, 
tis no better than a Cheat, and what a Gentleman 


thould ſcorn to be guilty of. Ts it not ſufficient that I 


conſent to your. w him of his Dapgheer 7 
| ras Mor. 


0 


92 
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T. Wer. Your Pardon, Brother, I can't allow that a 


Wrong : For his Daughter loves me : Her Fortune, you 


| know, he has nothing to do with; and tis a hard Caſe a 


young Woman ſhall not have the Diſpoſal of her Hearty, 
A And as to the five thouſand Pounds, tis no more than © 


What he has endeavour'd to cheat his Niece of. 


El. Wer. What d'ye mean! I take him for an honeſt 


T. War. Oh! very honeſt! As honeſt as an old Agent 
to a new-rais'd Regiment. — No, faith, I'll ſay that for 
him, he will not do an ill Thing, unleſs he gets by it. 
In a Word, this fo very honeſt Sir Villiam, as you take 
him to be, has offer'd me the Refual of your Miſtreſs: 
And upon Condition I will ſecure him five thouſand _ 
Pounds upon my Day of Marriage with her, he will fe- 


cure me her Perſon, and ten thouſand Pounds, the re- 
maining Part of her Fortune : There's a Guardian for 
ye! What think ye now, Sir? = = 
EI. Vor. Why, I think he deſerves to be ſerv'd in the 


ſame kind. But hark you, Mr. Forge, are you ſure it 
will ſtand good in Law, if Sir Milliam Signs the Bond? 


Laab. In any Court in England, Sir. 


El. Vor. Then there's your fifty Pieces; and if it 
ſucceeds, here's as many more in the ſame Pocket to 


anſwer' em. But, mum, — here comes Sir Villiam and 
the Ladies. . | 


Enter Sir William Wiſewou'd, Hillaria, aud Narciſſa. 


Sir Will. Good-morrow, Gentlemen. Mr. Worthy, I 
give you Joy. Odſo! if my Heels were as light as my 
Heart, I ſhou'd ha' much ado to forbear dancing. — 
Here, here, take her, Man. [Gives him Narcifia's Hand.] 
She's yours, and ſo is her thouſand Pounds a Year, and 


my five thouſand Pounds ſhall be yours too, 


. Wor, You mult aſk me Leave firſt, 17:28 


Sir l. Odfo ! is the Lawyer come? 2 
El. Mor. He is, and all the Writings are ready, Sir. 


Sir Mill. Come, come, let's fee, Man — What's this ? 


Odd! this Law is a plaguy troubleſome Thing; for 
noW-a-days it won't let a Man give away his own, with- 
| : out 


on 
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38 Love's Laſt Shift , or, Se 
out repeating the Particulars five hundred Times over ; 


when, in former Times, a Man might have held his 


tle to twenty thouſand Pounds a Year in the Compaſs 
f an Horn-book. 


Law. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Knaves 


. 0 05 a-days, and this Age is more treacherous and i. 


| truſtful than heretofore. 


Sir Vill. That is, Sir, Verzule there are more Lawyers 0 


than heretofore. But, come, what's this, prithee? _ 
Lau. Theſe are the old Writings of your Daughter” J 
Fortune, —This is Mr. Worthy's Settlement upon her; — 
and this, Sir, is your Bond for five thouſand Pounds to 


him: There wants nothing but filling up the Blanks 
with the Parties Names; if you pleaſe, * I do it im- So 


mediately. 
Sir Will, Do ſo. 
Law, May I crave your Daughter 8 Chriſtian Name! : 
the reſt 1 know, Sir. 5 
Sir Will. Narciſſa: Prithee, make Haſte—Mr. Worthy, 
methinks your Brother does not reliſh your Happineſs 
as he ſhou'd do; Poor Man! I'll warrant he wiſhes | 
himſelf in his Brother's Condition. | 
J. Wor. Not I, I'll aſſure you, Sir. 
Sir Vill. Niece, Niece, have you no Pity ? Prithee | 
look upon him a little. Odd! he's a pretty young 
 Fellow.—I am ſure he loves you, or he wou'd not have 
| frequented my Houſe ſo often. Come, come, give 
him your Hand, and he'll foon creep into your Heart, 


Vil warrant you: Come, fay the Word, and make him 2 


happy. 
e. What, to make myſelf miſerable, Sir ? * marry a 
Man without an Eftate! i 
Sir Vill. Hang an Eſtate; true Love's beyond all 
Riches. Tis all Dirt mere Dirt Beſide, ha't n't you 
fifteen thouſand Pounds to your portion? 
Hill. I doubt, Sir, you wou'd be loth to give him 
your Daughter, tho' her Fortune's larger. 
Sir Will. Odd, if he lov'd her but half fo well as he | 
loves you, he ſhou'd have her for a Word ſpeaking. 
Hil. But, Sir, this aſks ſome Conſideration. CIR 
Mar. You ſee, Mr. Worthy, what an extraordinary 
Kindneſs my Father has for you. 


V. Mer. 


e Fool in Faſhion.” 1 59 


F. or. Ay, Madam, and for your Couſin too: But 
1 hope, un a little of your Alliance, we ſhall be both 
able, very ſhortly, to return it. 

Mar. Nay, I was always ready to ſerve Hillaria: F 


Heaven knows, I only marty to revenge her Quarrel to 5 


my Father: I cannot forgive his offering to ſell her. 
. Wor. Oh, you need not take ſuch Pains, Madam, 


to conceal your Paſſion for me ; you may Own it without 


a Bluſh, upon your Wedding- day. 
Mar. My Paſſion! When did you hear me -acknow- 


ledge any? If I thought you could believe me guilty of 


ſuch a Weakneſs, tho' after I had mary d you, I'd ne- 
ver look you in the Face. 


. Wor, A very pretty Hamour this, faith ! What a 


world of unneceſſary Sins have we two to anſwer for ! 


For ſhe has told more Lies to conceal her Love, than 1 
have ſworn falſe Oaths to promote it, [ Alide.] Well, 
Madam, F l] content teln with your giving me Leave e. 


| to 58 


ar. Which if I don- t give, you'll take, 1 | 
at Well, Uncle, I won't promiſe you, but 1'll go to 


. Church, and ſee them marry'd ; when we come back, 


tis ten to one but I pri you where you leaſt think 
on. 


Sir N 11 Why, thar s well ſaid — Mr. Werthy now, 
now's your Time: Odd! I have ſo fir'd her, 'tis not in 
her power to deny you, Man. —To her, to her; I war- 
. rant her thy own, Boy.—Yow'll keep your Word; five 
tcdhouſand Pounds upon the Day of Marriage. 


Y. Wir. I'll give you my Bond on Demand, Sir. 
Sir Will. O! I dare take your Word, Sir- 
Lawyer, have you done? is all ready? _ 


Law, All, Sir. This is your Bond, Mr. Fey: will 


you be pleas'd to ſign that firſt, Sir? 
| Sir 


gation ¶ Reads) Hum, um — Come, lend me the Pen.— 


There Mr. Worthy, I deliver this as my Act and Deed 
to you, and Heaven ſend you a good Bargain. — Come, 


[Laacher witneſſes ite. 
EI. Nor. So, now. let a Coach be call'd. as. ſoon as. 


Lawyer, your Fiſt. 


you Neale, Sip: 
| 426 | gie Will, 


Come, | 


J. Ay, ay; let's ſee: The Condition of this Ob 
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Sir 17311. You may ſave that Elan, 1 ſaw your own 
at the Door. 
El. Vor. Your pardon, Sir; ; that word makes our 
| Buſineſs too publick : For which Reaſon, Sir William, I 
hope you will excuſe our not taking you along with 
Us. [Exit Servant. 
-. - Sur ll. ky. ay, with all my Heart; the more Pri- 
vacy, the leſs Expence. But pray, what Time may 1 
expect you back again? For Amanda has ſent to me for 
the Writings of her Huſband's Eſtate: I ſuppoſe ſhe in- 
tends to redeem the Mortgage, and I am afraid ſhe will 
keep me there till Dinner-time. 
Y. Wor. Why about that Time ſhe his oblig'd me to 
bring ſome of her neareſt Friends to be Witneſſes to her 
good or evil Fortune with her Hufband : Methinks I 


| long to know of her Succeſs ; if you pleaſe, Sir William, 


well meet you there. 
Sir Will. With all my Heart. —Come, Gentlemen, 
no Ceremony, your Time's ſhort. | 
El. War. Your Servant, Sir William. 

6 El. Worthy, Y. Worthy, Narciſſa, and Hillaria, | 


The S CENE changes to Amanda's Houſe. 
Enter Amanda /o/a. 


Am. Thus far my Hopes have all been anſwer'd, and 
my Diſguiſe of vicious Love has charm'd him ev'n to a 
Madneſs of impure Defire : — But now ] tremble to pull 

off the Maſk, leſt barefac'd Virtue ſhould fright him 
from my Arms for ever, — Good Heaven inſpire my 
Heart, and hang upon my Tongue the Force of Truth 
and 70 ence, that I may lure this wandring Falcon 


back to Love and Virtue, —— - He comes, and now my 
dreadful Taſk begins. | 


Enter Loveleſs in new Chaths. 


Am. How fare you, Sir? D' ye not already think your- 
ſelf confin'd ? Are you not tir'd with my eaſy Love? 
Love. O never, never; you have ſo fill'd my Thoughts 5 
with Pleaſures paſt, that but to reflect on 'em is till new 


Rapture to my Soul, and the Bliſs muſt laſt while [ have 
Life or Memory: | | FR” 
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5 No Flattery, Sir: Ilove you for your plain Deal- 
| ing: and to preſerve my good Opinion, tell me, what 
think you of the Grape's perſuading Juice ? Come, ſpeak 


. freely, wou'd not the next Ten een put all this out 


of your Head? 5 
Tove. Faith, Madam, to be free with you, 1 am apt to 
think you are in the right on't. For tho' Love and 
Wine are two very fine Tunes, yet they make no Mu- 
ſick, if you play them both together; ſeparately they 
raviſh us: Thus the Miſtreſs ought to make Room for 
the Bottle, the Bottle for'the Miſtreſs, and both to wait 


. the Call of Inclination. 


An. That's generouſly ſpoken 1 have obſerv'd, Riz, | 
in all your Diſcourſe, you confeſs ſomething of a Man | 
that has thoroughly known the World — Pray give me 
Leave to aſk of you, of what Condition you are, and 
whence you came? _ = 
Lowe. Why, in the firſt Place, Madam — by Birth I 
am a Gentleman ; by ill Friends, good Wine, and falſe 
Dice, almoſt a Beggar: But by your Servant's miſtaking | 
me, the happieſt Man that ever Love and Beauty ſmil'd 
on. 


555 One Thing more, Sir: Are you many — 


3 Now my Fears. 3 C. 


Love. I was but very young. 

Am. What was your Wife ? 

Lowe, A foohſh loving Thing, that built Caſtles i in 
the Air, and thought it impoſſible for a Man to fanden : 


himſelf when he made Love. 


Am. Was not ſhe virtuous? | 
Love. Umph—Yes, faith, [believe he might; I was 
ne er jealous of her. 

Am. Did you ne'er love har 5 

Lowe. Ah, moſt damnably at firſt. 
An. What's become of her? 
25 Why, after I had been from her beyond . 
about ſeven er eight Years, like a very loving Fool ſhe | 

of: d of the Pip, and civilly left me the World to range in. 
Am. Why did you leave her? | 

Love. Becauſe ſhe grew ftale, and I could; not whore 
in quiet for her: But now, Madam—pray give me Leave 
to inform myſelf as far} in your Condition, 


oy | | . Am. 
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Am. In a Word, Sir, till you know me ae, [ 


7 uf own myſelf a perfect Riddle to you. 


Love, Nay, nay, I know you are Woman: But i in : 


what Circumſtances, Wife or Widow? 


Am. A Wife Sir; 3 A true, a faithful, and a virtuous | 


Wie, — O 
Love. Umph ! truly, Madam, your Story begins e- _ 
thing like a Riddle: A virtuous Wife, ſay you ? What, 
and was you never falſe to your Huſband? 


Am. I never was, by Heaven! for him and only: him 


I ſtill love above the World. 


Love. Good again! Pray, Madam, don” t your Me- 


mory fail you ſometimes ? becauſe I fancy you don tre- 
member what you do over- night. 


Am. I told you, Sir, I ſhould appear a Riddle to you: 


But if my Heart will give me Leave, I'll now unlooſe | 
your fetter'd Apprehenſion : — But I muſt firſt amaze Þ# 
you more. — Pray, Sir, fatify me with one Particular — 
Tiis this, — What are your undiſſembled Thoughts "8 


Virtue ? Now, if you can, ſhake off your looſe unthink- 


ing Part, and ſummon all your Force of manly Reaſon | 
to reſolve me. 1 
Lowe. Methinks this is a very 4 Queſtion for a Wo- 
man of your Character. I muſt confeſs you have a- 
maz'd me; but faith, Madam, in my Mind, this Diſ- 
courſe is a little out of the Way. You told me I ſhould 
be acquainted with your Condition; and at preſent that's 
what J had rather be inform'd of. 


Am. Sir, you ſhall : But firſt, this Queſtion muſt be 


_ anſwer'd : Your Fhoughts of Virtue, Sir? — By all my 1 


Hopes of Bliſs hereafter, your anſwering this, pronounces 
half my good or evil Fate for ever: But on my Knees 1 
beg you, do not ſpeak till you have weighed it well; — 
Anſwer me with the ſame Truth and Sincerity, as you : 


wou'd anſwer Heav'n at your lateſt Hour. 
Lowe. Your Words confound me, Madam: Some won- 
drous Secret lies ripen'd in your Breaſt, and ſeems to 
ſtruggle for its fatal Birth. What is it I muſt anſwer you? Þ 
An. Give me your real Thoughts of Virtue, Sir: Can | 
you believe there ever was a Woman wavy Miſtreſs of 


it, or is it only Notion? 


Tons: 1 


W 
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Lowe. Let me conſider, Madam. [ Aſide. What can 


i this mean ? Why is ſhe ſo earneſt in her Demands, and 
begs me to be ſerious, as if her Life depended upon my 
Anſwer? — I will reſolve her as I ought, as Truth and 
Reaſon, and the ſtrange Occaſion ſeems to preſs me. 
Moſt of your Sex confound the very Name of Virtue: 
For they wou'd ſeem to live without Deſires; which, 
cou'd they do, that were not Virtue, but the Defect of 
unperforming Nature, and no Praiſe to them: For who 
can boaſt a Victory, when they have no Foe to conquer? 
Now ſhe alone gives the faireſt Proofs of Virtue, whoſe _ 
_ Conſcience, and whoſe Force of Reaſon can curb her 
warm Deſires, when Opportunity would raiſe ”em : That 
ſuch a Woman may be found, I dare believe. 
An. May I believe, that from your Soul you ſpeak 
this undiſſembled Truth? | 
Lowe, Madam, you may. But ſtill you rack me with 
| Amazement ! Why am I aſk'd ſo ſtrange a Queſtion ? 


Am. I'll give you Eaſe immediately.—Since then you 


have allow'd a Woman may be virtuous, how will you 

_ excuſe the Man who leaves the Boſom of a Wife ſo qua- 

_ lify'd, for the abandon'd Pleaſures of deceitful Proſtitutes? 
"ruins her Fortune, contemns her Counſel, loaths her Bed, 
and leaves her to the lingring Miſeries of Deſpair and 
Love? While, in Return of all theſe Wrongs, ſhe, his 
poor forſaken Wife, meditates no Revenge, but what her 


piercing Tears, and ſecret Vows to Heaven for his Con- 


_ verſion yield her; yet ſtill loves on, is conſtant and un- 
ſhaken to the laſt. Can you believe that ſuch a Man can 
live without the Stings of Conſcience, and yet be Maſter 

of his Senſes? Conſcience ; did you ne'er feel the Checks 
of it? Did it never, never tell you: of your broken 
Yows?-. 
Lowe. That you ſhou'd aſk me this, confounds my 
Reafon : — And yet your Words are utter'd with ſuch 

a powerful Accent, they have awaken'd my Soul, and 

- Arike my: Thoughts with Horror and Remorſe. 


[Stands in a fix'd Poſture. - 


OY Then let me ſtrike you nearer, deeper yet, —— 


: Bat arm your Mind with ee 8 firſt, orlam loſt : 


forever, . 5 
| 4 | | Love. 
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Lowe. 1 am all Pity Be kind, be quick, and eaſe my 

| Wonder, ; 3 
As. Lock on me well: Revive your dead Hement- - 
Vrance': And oh! for Pity's Sake [Knee/s] hate me not 
for loving long and faithfully ; forgive this innocent 
Attempt of a deſpairing Paſſion, and 1 mall die in quiet. 
Love. Hah! ſpeak on ! 95 [ mated, 
Am. It will not be — The Word" s too weighty for 
my faultering Tongue, and my Soul ſinks beneath the 


fatal Burden, Oh — | Falls to the Ground, © 1 


Love. Ha! ſhe faints ! Look up, fair Creature ! behold 


a Heart that bleeds for your Diftreſs, and fain wou'd 


ſhare the Weight of your oppreſſive Sorrows. Oh! thou 
haſt rais'd a Thought within me, that ſhocks my Soul. 
Am. Tis done — [Riſing] The Conflict's paſt, and 
Heav'n bids me ſpeak undaunted. Know then, ev'n all 
the boaſted Raptures of your laſt Night's Love, you ; 
found in your Amanda's Arms: — I am your Wife 5 
For ever bleſs'd or miſerable, as s your next Breath mall : 
ſentence me! „ 
Loe. My Wife! impoſſible ! 1 Is ſhe not t dead? ? How LEN 
mall I believe thee? i 
Am. How Time and my Afflictions may tives alter " 
me, I know not: But here's an indelible Confirmation. 
Bares her Arms.] Theſe ſpeaking Characters, which in 
their chearful Bloom our oy Paſſions mutually re- 
corded. 
Loe. Hah! 'tis "NN: tis no Illufion" but my real 5 
Name; which ſeems to upbraid me as a Witneſs of my 
perjur d Love: — Oh, I am confounded with my Guilt, 
and tremble to behold thee. Pray give me Leave 
to think. | [Turns from her. 
. I N [Kneels] bat you muſt look upon mei: 
For only Eyes can hear the Language of the Eyes; and 
mine have only the tendereſt Tale of Love to tell, that 
ever Miſery, at the dawn of riſing Hope, cou'd utter. 


Lowe. J have wrong'd you, (Oh nile !) baſely wrong d 1 


you. And can I ſee your Face? . 
An. One kind, one pitying Look, cancels thoſe _ 
Wrongs for ever. And oh! forgive my fond preſum- _ 
ing Paſiion ; for from my Soul I pardon and forgive pp 8 
1 


2 
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al; all, all but this, the greateſt, your unkind Delay of 


Love: 


Lowe. Oh! ſeal my Pardon with thy trembling Lips, 


| while with this tender Graſp of fond reviving Love I i 


ſelze my Bliſs, and ſtifle all wy IONS for ever. 

[Embraces her, 

Aw; No more; ; Wi! wall away their Memory in 
Tears of flowing Joy. 

Lowe. Have I not uſed thee like a Villain? For almoſt 

ten long Vears deprived thee of my Love, and ruin'd all 


thy Fortune? But I will labour, dig, beg, or ſtarve, to 
give new Proofs of my unfeign'd Affection. 


Am. Forbear this Tenderneſs, leſt I repent of having 


 mov'd your Soul ſo far. You ſhall not need to beg, Hea- 


ven has provided for us beyond its common Care. *Tis 


now near two Years ſince my Uncle, Sir William Wealthy, 
' ſent you the News of my pretended Death; knowing 
| the Extravagance of your Temper, he thought it fit you | 


ſhou'd believe no other of me: And about a Month after 
he had ſent you that Advice, poor Man, he dy'd, and 


| left me in full Poſleflion of Two Thouſand Pounds s a 


Year, which I now cannot offer as a Gift, becauſe my 


Duty, and your lawful Right, makes you the undiſpu- 
ted Maſter of it. 


Love. How have I hard for my own undoing ! 
while in deſpite of all wy F ollies, kind Hear n reſolvd 


my * 


Enter a Servant to Amanda. | 


Serv. Madam, Sir William WW, ſeven? 4 bas ſent your 


Ladyſhip the Writings you deſir d him, and ſays he'll 
| wait on you immediately. | 


Am. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to withdraw a while, you 


may inform youre? 1 how fair a F ortune you a are Maſter 
of, | 


Lowe. None, none that can outweigh a virtuous Mind ; 


While in my Arms I thus can circle thee, I graſp more 
Treaſure, than in a Day the poſting Sun can travel o'er. 
Oh! why have I ſo long been blind to the Perfections of 


my Mind and Perſon ? Not knowing thee a Wife, I found 
thee 


„ Tee Lib e 


thee charning beyond the Wiſhes of luxuriant Love. Ts | 


it then a Name, a Word, ſhall rob thee of thy Worth ? 


Can fancy be a ſurer Guide to Happineſs than Reaſon 1 
Oh, I have wander'd like a benighted wretch, and loſt 1 
. myſelf in Life's unpleaſing Journey! 


'Tavas heedleſs Fancy firſt that made me « flray, 3 
Bat Nahen # now e * and . me on my Way. 


rs | 


8 C E N E, another Chanter. 


"Tater Loveleſs, Amanda Elder Worthy, You Wondy, 1 | 


N arciſla,” and Hillaria. 


E/ 77 or. This is indeed a joy ful Dar; wie muſt all _ i 


congratulate your Happineſs. ” 
Am. Which while our Love permits us to enjoy, we 


muſt Rill reflect with Gratitnde on the generous Author : 
of it. Sir, we owe you more than Words can pay you. 


Tice Works aro incect tos weak, therefore let my | 


2 Gratitude be dumb till it can ſpeak in Actions, 


Y. Wor. The Succeſs of the Deſign I thought on, fuf- 1 


A607 rewards me. 


Hil. When I roſie upon Amanda's paſt AMiQions, 1 
cou'd almoſt weep to think of her unexpected n of 


Fortune. 


El. Wor. Methinks her fair Example ſhou'd perſuade 
all conſtant Wives ne'er to repine at unrewarded Virtue, 


Nay, e'en my Brother being the firſt Adviſer of it, has 
+ mon's for all the Looſeneſs oF his Character. 


Lowe. I never can return his Kindneſs. 


Nar. In a ſhort Time, Sir, I ſuppoſe you'll meet with 


an Opportunity, if you can find a Receipt to preſerve : 


Love, after his Honey-Moon's over. 


Love. The Receipt is eaſily found, Madam; Love's a 


tender Plant, which can't live out of a warm Bed: You '\. 
muſt take Care, with undiſſembled Kindneſs, to keep 25 
him from the Northern Blaſt of Jealouſy. 


Nar. But I have heard your experienc'd Lovers make T 


uſe of Coldneſs, and d chat s more agrecable to my In- 
iclnation, 


Tove. 
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. Coldneſs, Madam, before Marriage, like throw- 


ing a little Water upon a clear Fire, makes it burn the 
| fiercer : but after Marriage Hr muſt ſtil! take Care to 


| lay on freſh Fuel. 


Nar. O hee, Sir! How many Examples hive: we of : 


Mens hating their Wives for being too fond of em? 


Love. No Wonder, Madam: You may Rifle a Flame, 


by heaping on too great a Load. 


VNuar. Nay, Sir, if there be no other Way of deftroying : 


his Paſſion for me, it may hve till Doomſday. 


El. Wor. Humh ! don't you fmell Powder, Gentle : 


men? Sir Nowe/ty is not far of, 

Toe. What, not our Fellow- Collegian, 1 hops, that 
was expelled the Univerſity for beating the Proctor 2 
EI. Vor. The ſame. 
Love. Does that Weed grow Rill ? 


El. Wor. Ay, faith, and as rank as ever, as you! ſhall 


fee; 3 for here he comes, 


Enter er Novelty. 


Sir Mow. 12158 your humble Servant. Dove Lovehſs, 


let me embrace thee; Iam overjoy'd at thy good Fortune, 


Stop my Vitals—the whole Town rings of it already— 
My Lady Tatt/e-tongue has tir'd a Pair of Horſes in ſpread- 


ing the News about. Hearing, Gentlemen, that you were 


all met upon an extraordinary good Occaſion, I cou'd not 
reſiſt this Opportunity of joining my Joy with 1 onagh 5 


For you muſt know I am — | 
_ Nar. Marry'd, Sir? 


Sir Nov. To my Liberty, Madam: 1 have juſt parted | 


from my Miſtreſs. | 


Mar. And pray, Sir, how do you find yourſelf after it 2 
Sir Now. The happieſt man alive, Madam; Pleaſant, 
a= gay, light, and free as Air: Ha! [Capers.) I beg 


your Ladyſhip's Pardon, Madam, but * wy Soul 4 
cannot confine my Rapture. 
| Nar. Are you ſo indifferent, Sir ? 


Sir Nov, O Madam! ſhe's engag'd already to a 1 
ple Beau: I ſaw 'em in a Coach together, ſo fond, and 
bore it | with as  unmoy'd a Conntenance, as Tom, Worthy 
does 


— — — — 
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| does a thundring Jeſt in a Comedy, when the whole 
Houſe roars at it. 


T. Wor. Pray Sir, what occafion'd your Separation? 


Sir New, Why, this Sir: —You muſt know, ſhe being 


All poſſeſs'd with a brace of implacable Devils, call'd 7 
Revenge and Jealouſy, dogg'd me this Morning to the 


Chocolate-houſe, where I was obliged to leave a Letter 


for a young fooliſh Girl, that — (yoa'll excuſe me, Sir) 
which had no ſooner deliver'd to the Maid of the Houſe, 
bat, whip, ſhe ſnatches it out of her Hand, flew at her 
like a Dragon, tore off her Head- cloaths, flung down 
three or four Sets of Lemonade Glafles, daſh'd my Lord 
_ Whifle's Chocolate in his Face, cut him over the Noſe, 
and had like to have ſtrangled me in my own Steinkirk. 


Lowe. Pray, Sir, how did this end ? 


Sir Nev. Comically, ſtop my Vitals ; for in the Cloud 
ol Powder that ſhe had batter'd out of the Beau's Periwig, 
I ſtole away: After which, Iſent a Friend to her with an 
Offer, which ſhe readily accepted (three hundred Pounds 
a2 Year duing Life) provided ſhe would renounce all 
| Claims to me, and W my Perſon to my own Diſpoſal. 
El. Weir. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you were a little too 
extravagant in your . e how the 
Price of Women is fallen. 


Sir Now. Therefore I did it. 


re while he kept my Place t'other Day at the 
and, ls carry'd a Mafk out of the Side-box with him; 


ſtop my Vitals, the Rogue is now taking Phyſick for t. | 


E. War. Brother, here comes Sir William. = 


Enter Sir William Wiſewou'd 
Sir Will. Joy, Joy to you all. Metam; I congratu- 


late your good Fortune. Well, my dear Rogue, muſt 
- not 1 give thee Joy too, ha? 


. Wor. If you pleaſe, Sir : But 1 couſels 1 bare 
more than I deſerve already. | 


Sir Will. And art thou marry'd ? 
Y. Wor. Yes, Sir, I am marry'd. 


Sir Will. Odſo, I am glad on't: I 4 8 thou 
5 dot: not grudge r me the ive thouſand Pounds, 


. Hur. 


to be the firſ Man 
ſhou'd raiſe their Price : For, the Devil take me, the Wo- 
men of the Town now come down ſo low, that my very 


[ww th 


Oy. 
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Y. Wor. Not J, really Sir: Vou have given me all 
my Soul could wiſh for, but the Addition of a Father's 
Bleſſing. IxKneels with Narciſſa. 
Sir Will. Humh ! what doſt thou mean? Iam none 
of thy Father. | 
. Wor. This Lady is your Daughter, Sir, EF hops: 
Sir Will. Prithee get up, prithee get up, thou art 
ſtark mad. True, 1 believe ſhe may be my Daughter : : 
Well, and fo, Sir - 
Y. Wor. If ſhe be not, I'm certain ſhe's my Wife, 617. 
Sir Will. Humh! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the 
Favour to help me to underſtand your Brother a little — 


Ds you know any thing of his being marry'd? 


El. Wor. Then, without any Abuſe, Sir Villiam, 10 | 
 marry'd your Daughter this very Morning, not an Hour 
ago, Sir. 


Sir Vill. Pray, Sir, whoſe Conſent had you | ? Who 


__ advis'd you to it? 


J. Wor. Our mutual Love, and your Conſent, Sir ; 
which theſe Writings entitling her to a thouſand Pounds 
a Year, and this Bond, whereby you have oblig'd your- | 
ſelf to pay me five thouſand | Pounds on our Day: of: - 
Marriage, are ſufficient Proofs of. 


Sir Will. He, he ! I gave your Brother fach a Bond, ; 
| Sir. ; 

JT. uur. You did lo; ; but the Obligation i is ; to me: 
Look there, Sir. 


Sir Will. Very good, "EF is my Hand, I muſt confeſs, 
Sir: And what then? | 
T. Wor, Why then, I expect my fire thouſand Pounds, 
Sir: Pray, Sir, do you know my Name? 

Sir Will, J am not drunk, Sir; I am ſure it was Wor- 


5 thy, and Fack, or Tom, or Dick, or ſomething. 


Y. Wor. No, Sir, I'Il ſhew you —'tis William; Took 
you there, Sir: You ſhou'd have taken more Care 'of Wo | 
Lawyer, Sir, that fill'd up the Blank. 
El. War. So, now his Eyes are open. 
Sir Will. And have you marry'd my Daughter againſt 
| 8 Conſent, and trick d me out of five thou ne Ponnds, 
. | 
Hil. His Brother, Sir, has marry'd.t me too ich my 
Co Rent. and Tam not trick'd out of five ound Pounds. 


—— ——— ́ üꝗ— ee Eee ect 


—— — — = —— — _ 
6 oy 22 > > 


> 3 — . * 2. 4 = E — - = - 6 1 4 * K 
— - — _ DEI Is —- 4 2 2 IE 2 : 95 - 4 - — 0 — ä 2 — 2 ERS: TS — r 2 AO — wu — 
— rc nn EC SE II CE ECT: — — — - — — — 


ing your Son-in- law. 


70 Love's La Shift ; 0; 
| Sir Will Inſulting Witch! Look ye, Sir, I never had 


a ſubſtantial Cauſe to be angry in my Life before : But 
now I have Reaſon on my Side, I will indulge my In- 
dignation molt immoderately: TI muſt confeſs, I have 


not Patience to wait the ſlow Redreſs of a tedious Law- 


ſuit; therefore am reſolv'd to right myſelf the neareſt 
Way ; ; — Draw, draw, Sir ; You muſt not enjoy my five 
thouſand Pounds. tho' I fling as much more after it, in 
procuring a Pardon for killing you. { They hold him.] Let 
me come at him; I'll murder him; I'll cut him; I' tear 
him; Tll broil him, and eat him; a Rogue! a Dog! a 
. curſed Dog ! a Cut-throat, murdering Dog! 
El. Wor, O he: Sir William, how monſtrous is this : 
Paſſion! _ ” 
Sir Will, You have diſarm'd me; bur 1 mall find a | 


Time to poiſon him. 


Love. Think better on't, Sir William ; your Daugbter i 
has marry'd a Gentleman, and one whoſe Love entitles 
him to her Perſon, 
Sir Will. Ay, but the five hoafand Pounds, Sir—Why 

the very Report of his having ſuch a Fortune, will ruin 


him. I'll warrant you, within this Week, he will have 


more Duns at his Chamber in a Morning, than a Ga- 
ming Lord after a good Night at the Groom-Porter's, | 
or a Poet upon the fourth Day of his new Play. I ſhall 
never be Pleaſed with paying it againſt wy own. Con- 


ſent, Sir, 
Hil. Yet you wou'd have had me. done it Sir William: 


But, however, I heartily wiſh you wou'd as freely for 
give Mr. Mori hy, as Ido you, Sir. 


Sir. Vill. J muſt confeſs, this Girl . Good-nature 
makes me aſhamed of what I have offered : But, Mr. 


_ Worthy, I did not expect ſuch Uſage from a Man of 
your Character: I always took you for a Gentleman. 
El. Wor. You ſhall find me no other, Sir, Brother, 


a Word with you. 


Love. Sir William, I have ſome Obligations to this 
Gentleman, and have ſo great a Confidence in your 
Daughter's Merit, and his Love, that I here promiſe to 
return you your five thouſand Pounds, if after the Ex- 


iration of one Year, you are 


py 


iſlatisfied i in his Be- 


8 
E 
5 


The Fool in Faſhion. 71 
J. Wer. But fee, Brother, he has foreſtall'd your 


1 Purp ofe. 


20 Mor. Mr. Loveleſs, you have been beforehand _ 


with me; but you muſt give me leave to offer Sir 1Wil- 


liam my joint Security for what you promiſed him. 


Love. With all my Heart, Sir: Dare you take our 
Bonds, Sir William? _ 


Y. Wor. Hold, Gentlemen: 1 mou'd bluſh to bs: o- 


blig'd to that Degree: Therefore, Sir William, as the 
firſt Proof of that Reſpect and Duty I owe a Father, 1 


here, unaſk'd, return your Bond, and will henceforth 


expect nothing from you, but as my Conduct may 4 | 


| ſerve it. 


An. This is indeed a generous Act; methinks * were 


ö pity it ſhould go unrewarded. 


Sir Wil. Nay, now you vanquiſn me; after this, 1 : 
can't ſuſpect your future Conduct: There,. Sir, 'tis 


| yours; I acknowledge the Bond, and wiſh you all the 


Happineſs of a bridal Bed. Heaven's Bleſſing on you 


Z both: Now riſe, my Boy; and let the World Know 


*twas I ſet you upon your Legs again. 
Z. Wor, I'll ſtudy to deſerve your Bounty, . 
Love. Now, Sir William, you have ſhewn yourſelf 2 


| Father. This prudent Action has ſecured your Daugh- 
ter from the uſual Conſequence of a ſtol'n Marriage, a 
Parent's Curſe, Now ſhe muſt be happy in her Tove 

while you have ſuch a tender Care on't. 


Am. This is indeed a happy Meeting : We all "fu us 


have drawn our ſeveral Prizes in the Lottery of human 
life; therefore I beg our Joys may be united: Not one of 
us muſt part this Day. The Ladies I'll intreat my Gueſts. 


Lowe. The reſt are mine, and I hope will often be ſo. 


Amanda] now once more receive me to thy Arms; and 
while I am there, let the World confeſs my Happineſs. 
By my Example taught, let every Man, whoſe Fate has 
bound him to a marry'd Life, beware of letting looſe 
his wild Defires: For if Experience may be allow'd to 
judge, I muſt proclaim the Folly of a wandring Paſ- 
N Lon. The greateft appeals we can hope on ate. 


And fare the neareſt 10 the Fogs hos. 5 
1s the chaſte EA 9 4 @ virtuous Love. E p 
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: _ by Miſs Cossin the Character of Cr w. 


- V, - Gallants, for the 4 Firſ, Ty you oy 
Kind City Gentlemen o th' Middle Row ; ; 
; E. apes you nothing to his Charge can lay, 
There's not a Cuckold made in all his Play. 
Nay, you muſt own, if you believe your Eyes, 
He draws his Pen againſt your Enemies : 
For he declares, to-day he merely ftrives 
To maul the Beaux ——becauſe they maul your Wives. 
Nor, Sirs, To you whoſe ſole Religion's Drinking, _ 
MN horing, Roaring, evithout the Pain of thinking, 
He fears he's made a Fault you'll ne'er forgive, 
A Crime beyond the Hepes of a Reprieve : 


Ji honeſt Rake forgo the Joys of Life, 


His Whores and Wine, t embrace a dull chaſte 2 fe! 
Such out-of-faſhion Stuff ! But then again, 
He's lewd for above four Acts, Gentlemen, 
For faith, he knew, when once he'd chang'd his Fortune, 1 
And reform d his Vice, tauas Time to drop the Curtain. 
Four Ads for your coarſe Palates were _— —— 1 
But then the Ladies Taſte is more refin'd ; 
_ They, for Amanda's ſake, will ſure be hed, 
Pray let this Figure once your · Pity move : 
Can you refs n the pleading God of Love? 
In wain my Pray'rs the other Sex purſue, - 


* 


Unlejs your * 2 * 8 . their Sp Hearts ſubdue. 5 
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